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Contributions must reach the Editor not later than the 15th of the month previous to issue. 


“LIGHT” 


A certain Area Padre asked Tubby how best he might give the Ceremony of Light a real and urgent 
meaning for those members among whom he worked. This was the letter that he received in reply. 


ONLY wish that I could send you a verbatim report of a great open night 

at Mark I last Wednesday, when a group of ex-Service members tried to ex- 

plain the Lamp, and what it means to them ; and the younger members followed 

with their wider view. I tried to sum it up after an hour or more by making it 

quite clear that neither could expect the other to do more than admit that each 
interpretation was legitimate, and neither the whole truth. 

When I апу privileged to light a Lamp or Rushlight, I feel just as I dia when 
I climbed the old ladder into the Upper Room and found it dark, and went and 
lit a candle in its sconce, or in the crown before the Crucifix, or even in the 
Epistle or Gospel candlesticks ; or in one of the tall standards by the strip of carpet 
onwhich men knelt. Whichever was the candle lit at first, the light shone quietly 
on something near it which represented a great agony in some man’s scul because 
he'd lost his comrade. 

I tried to make the younger fellows see that the Elder Brethren lived in a con- 
tinual state of wondering whether any two of them would meet again, or whether 
one оғ other would next day Бе dead, smashed to pulp, and buried in his blanket 
if buried at all. Most highly coloured stories of the war miss the primal tragedy 
which every man experienced and dreaded. This was the tragedy of losing 
your own mate, going up past his grave into the Line, Sticking it out alons, 
missing at every turn. his companionable voice, his cheerful idiosyncrasies, his 
inexhaustible fund of reliability. То lose the weakest mate was bad enough ; 
and men at once forgot his little failings, and began there and then to dwell 
upon his virtues. But to lose the men with whom you had enlisted, drilled, 
trained, marched, shot your targets, entrained, embarked, encamped, come 
up the Line, slept in a hundred billets, shared your soul—this was the worst 
and most incessant tragedy of war for the men in the actual fighting. 

And in the Upper Room of Poperinghe, the splutter of a match revealed enough 
to show how these men cared for one another ; for men brought there the desola- 
tion of theirloneliness. Неге they laid up memorials of their friends, poignantly 
simple, and profoundly charged with this peculiar sense of dereliftion. David 
indeed lamented over Jonathan ; but the darkness of his loss evoked no psalm— 
David's grief was too great, his singing died away, his harp was stilled. How 
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much more, then, were these ordinary inexpressive men in Flanders stricken to 
dumbness by the cruelty which robbed them of the one human interpreter, 
who halved their troubles by sharing them alongside? Апа not only young 
Toc H, but many writers on the war, forget this fundamental instin&, which 
exceeded in its bitterness all other agony. 


Whatever else has passed, this goes on still. I got into a train the other day, 
and there got in with me a rough, tough, solid fellow, who yarned of everything 
except the war ; until at last he told, as if at bay, the story of a man in his platoon 
who had got hit besidehim. This was in 1916, but still in 1930 his voice became 
unsteady. 


I know men here and there who come to Toc H chiefly because of Light, 
The silence and the darkness are but for a moment, and yet they feed on it and 
drink it in like a great sacrament shared with their friends Beyond. It will be 
many years before the last survivor of the war rejoins his friends for ever. So 
long as even one or two of them are present at Light, so long Light holds for 
them its primary significance. 

I was then asked, how does it come to pass that many men who call themselves 
ex-Service do not exhibit a far deeper conviction ? How does it come that many 
are quite unmoved, and seem to have learned no lesson than that of selfishness 2 
The answer is, I think, that whereas Saul and his armour-bearer shared the 
battle equally, most of us who survived were parasites of one kind and another, 
assisting off the actual stage itself. Ех-5егуісе Societies were by their nature 
formed upon the broadest basis ; much of their present membership suffered 
slightly, many thousands suffered nothing but inconvenience, some thousands 
again did not go overseas; these men cannot be reasonably expected to have 
laid up any deep and sacred memories whatsoever. Like every sharpened 
instrument, the cutting edge was finest, and disappeared continually. Наа these 
men lived, Light would go on and on in its first great significance, and the 
ex-Service world would be setting a true example everywhere. 


But what of younger members in Toc H, grown men by now, who were 
then little boys, or children in their nurseries? How can we hope that Light 
can be to them more than a great tradition handed down? ‘They cannot mourn 
for ever men they ncver knew ; men of whose characters they even hear hideous 
and untrue stories. In what mood, then, is it reasonable to hope that they can 
come to stand round their Lamps ? 

Here I fall back on the elementary meaning of light itself. It is a light in dark- 
ness, and the whole psychic effe& of the dark is to deliver them from the material 
belittlements among which their lives are spent. When in Victorian days a man 
was told that he “ forgot himself," it meant that he was angry. The truth is 
deeper now. At ordinary times we tend most seriously to forget who we are, 
and whence we come, and whither we are going, and that our life has any kind 
of purpose. I would thus ask the junior membership to train their minds to 
hail the light in darkness as a good time, a time of realisation, a little quiet moment 
in the week when they can really think and know themselves, and find out with 
no other eye upon them than God's alone, how they now stand towards Him, 
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and what He sees in them of good or evil. Let them not strive too fruitlessly 
to share at second-hand the grim experience which stands behind the memories 
of the survivors. Let them first be quite sure that this one minute frees them 
from the observance of theirfellows, and yet incorporates their truest selves into 
a thing which is in solemn earnest becoming the very greatest bond of friendship 
within our racc. Let them bethink themselves and judge themselves, and not 
be lenient with themselves at all. Let them pursue their own identity and offer 
it as part of a great corporate promise, weekly renewed in this tense moment 
of recolleétedness, which can help them at least to know themselves. 


Lastly, let this great silence steel their wills and send them back to serve in very 
truth. There $andcth One among us Whom we know not yet, Whom we shall 
know hereafter. Wesimply know of Him that He here served, and went about 
doing good. We know He took the light as His own symbol, and spoke of it 
continually throughout his brief sojourn. We know that He is the very source 
of light ; and every man who loves the open country knows that light leads on 
to action. Light wakes the world not only to mere loveliness, but to its tasks 
and burdens. Each time we light our Lamps, there is a dawning somewhere. 
Our outlook brightens, and a call seems to sound. The difference in our clothes 
and circumstances is hidden by the darkness. We who stand there are all 
delivered men, immune from pride and prejudice and doubt. 


The Light convinces us by its clear shining. It leads us all together. We 
know it for a symbol, and reverence it as such. It brings us unity which com- 
prehends all our diverse work. It places us in our imagination as if at the foot 
of the stairs where Christian stood and watched a man determined to ascend, 
however great the dangers which confronted him. Here is the passage I am 
thinking of :— 


“ Then the Interpreter took bim, and led him up toward the door of the palace ; and behold, 
at the door stood a great company of men, as desirous to go in, but durst not. 

'There also sat a man at a little distance from the door, at a table-side, with a book and his 
ink-horn before him, to take the names of them that should enter therein : he saw also, 
that in the doorway stood many men in armour to keep it, being resolved to do to the men 
that would enter what hurt and mischief they could. Now was Christian somewhat in 
amaze : at last, when every man Started back for fear of the armed men, Christian saw a 
man of a very Stout countenance come up to the man that sat there to write, saying, Set 
down my name, Sir ; the which, when he had done, he saw the man draw his sword, and 
put a helmet upon his head, and rush toward the door upon the armed men, who laid 
upon him with deadly force ; but the man, not at all discouraged, fell to cutting and hacking 
most fiercely. So, after he had received and given many wounds to those that attempted 
to keep him out, he cut his way through them all, and pressed forward into the palace ; 
at which there was a pleasant voice heard from those that were within, even those that 
walked upon the top of the palace, saying, 


Come in, come in: 
Eternal glory thou shalt win. 


So he went in, and was clothed with such garments as they. Then Christian smiled, and 
said, ‘I think verily I know the meaning of this.’ " 


229 


It is surely at the foot of this great flight of stairs that there stands upon the table 
of the man with the ink-horn a Lamp like ours. Every time that Lamp is lit, 
there will be those among us who will then see the duty and the danger that 
awaits them. They will then say, “ Set down my name,” and not be at all 
discouraged at all that lies before them. They will mount the much-defended 
stairs, win through each stage of peril and perplexity, and hear the welcome 
which awaits their venture. And the Elder Brethren, who know the meaning 
of it all, will watch and wait and guard the inspiration which lies within the Lamp ; 
not as a memory, but as a great dynamic in men’s lives, and never more needed 
than it is at present. 

TUBBY. 


“THINK AGAIN” 


N a Branch, which shall be nameless, lest it become affliéted with pride, ап 
experiment was recently tried with conspicuous success, and it is outlined here 
for the benefit of harassed executive committees in their search for something 
new in the Branch programme. New, the idea certainly is not ; it’s only our old 
friend, the Group discussion, adapted to Toc H; but it seems capable of much 
good, as you may judge from the result of this one trial. 

The Branch in question is divided, for the purpose of jobs, into four teams 
each with its own team leader; these teams provided the obvious groups, and 
sundry visitors were split up and assigned to them. Then, the subject under 
discussion being “ Thinking fairly," one member of the Branch harangued 
the troops and suggested a number of questions for discussion, making the team- 
leader responsible for producing the considered report of his team. — The time 
allotted was 45 minutes—but the teams took an hour, and simply would not stop 
until forcibly dragged back to the fold ! 


Question and Answer 
Here are the questions :— 


1. Do we think enough ? 
z. What is the purpose of thinking ? 
(а) Is thinking a duty, a privilege, or an amusement ? 
ОЁ what should we think ? 
. How can we learn to think ? 
When should we think ? 
Do we think fairly ? e.g., about controversial subjects, such ав: 
Conscientious objectors to war. 
The Soviet experiment. 
Mr. Ghandi. 
Prohibition. 
Roman Catholics. 
Our jobs. 
Married men in ‘Toc H. 
Snobbishness. 
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Пеге arc the four sets of replies to the questions :— 
Team т. 


1. We do not think deeply enough; we let other people do it for us, notably the Press. 

2. The purpose is to get a sound judgment on things and arrive at a reasoned conclusion. 

3. What we think of is governed by our circumstances, and is chiefly concerned with our Bread 
and Butter job. We should try and make it more catholic. 

4. We learn to think chiefly through books. 

. No unanimous conclusion. When shaving hazarded as of universal possibility. 

6. Largely not thinking fairly ; but this not always advisable, as some of the fincst movements 
the world has есеп were originated by men of onc idea. 


^ 


Team 2. 


. We do not think deeply enough, and chiefly only of matcrial things. 

. The power of thought is a divine gift ; our job is to train ourselves to think the right way. 

We should think of ourselves in respect of others dependent on us first, and then only of 
the larger issues in the world. 

4. Necessity of keeping an open mind and comparing all sides of every question, in order to 

form a habit of mind. 
5. We should think whenever an opportunity presents itself, chicfly in solitudc. 
6. Not thinking fairly, but a lot more fairly since joining Toc H. 


ve ы м 


Team 3. 


1. Our thinking too superficial. 

2. Thinking a duty and a privilege—but sometimes an amusement, 

3. We should think more of our jobs. We generally only think of God when in difficulties. 
As to war, whilst in the event of another onc we should a& as in the last, although 
wrong, our job is to prevent it. 

4. Thinking is a jolly good habit, and we should keep our libraries busy. 

5. In bed a good time to think. Bad to think during meals. At work think about your 
work; on the whole there is not much time left over in which to think. 

6. Most pcople think unfairly. "This noticcable particularly in heads of industry towards the 
jobs done by their workmen. 

Team 4. 


1. Some time devoted by everybody to thinking. 

2. The first step to self control is the habit of thinking. 

з. We should think of our attitude to our own home, then of wider interests, like the effe& 
of a stone in a pond. 

4. We can learn to think by pra&tising, and in meetings of this kind. 

5. Solitude is the best time to think, but we should also aim at thinking in Toc H meetings. 

6. (Not attempted.) 


Being no statistician, I cannot produce a graph showing a synthesis of all these 
points of view, but the result seems none the less illuminating. It was surprising 
how large a proportion of the “ silent members ” spoke; also how seriously 
the several points were considered. It had the further merit of concentrating 
the discussion in view of the necessity of arriving at some reportable conclusion. 
(Are most of our discussions half-hearted because they lead nowhere?) And, 
finally, the consensus of opinion of the Branch was that it was both a successful 
evening and very interesting ; even the visitors made a note of the next ! 
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SCHOOLS SECTION ОЕ TOC H 
Schools Affiliated, with their Correspondents 


ACKWORTH SCHOOL. 

ALDENHAM SCHOOL. 

ALLEYN's SCHOOL. А. L. Hutchinson. 

ARDINGLY COLLEGE. Rev. С. J. Ince. 

ASHFORD GRAMMAR SCHOOL. Е. С. Summers. 

Barrow GRAMMAR SCHOOL. J. H. Childs. 

Вес Scuoor, Lonpon. W. J. Langford. 

BEDFORD MODERN SCHooL. F. W. Kuhlicke. 

BEDFORD SCHOOL. J. E. Renwick. 

BERKHAMSTED SCHOOL. C. M. Сох and S. С. 
Mason. 

BIRKENHEAD SCHOOL. W. F. Bushell (Headmaster). 

BIRMINGHAM, Кімс Epwarp's Scuoor. Е. T. 
England (Headmaster). 

Вівнор”5 STORTFORD COLLEGE. 

BLACKPOOL, ARNOLD SCHOOL. 
(Headmaster). 


W. A. Cooper (Headmaster). 
S. Adams. 


R. W. Harre. 
F. T. Pennington 


BLACKPOOL, PALATINE Колоп ScHooL. D. Т. 
Setterington (Headmaster). 

BruxpELL's ScHoor. G. V. Hotblack. 

Botton, THE CHumcH INSTITUTE. Kev. А. ХУ. 


Clarke (Headmaster). 
Bot.tox ScHoor. P. Smith (Headmaster). 
Воотнлм SCHOOL, YORK. S. K. Brown. 
BoorLE SECONDARY SciooLt. К. С. Barfield. 
BRADFIELD COLLEGE. J. Е.Н. Blackie. 
BRIGHTON COLLEGE. 
BRIGHTON GRAMMAR бсноог. W. W. H. Stansfield. 
BROMSGROVE SCHOOL. E. Mashiter. 
BUNGAY GRAMMAR Scioor. Rev. F. Jordan. 
Bury Sr. EDMUNDS, East ANGLIAN SCHOOL, 
Dr. J. W. Skinner (Headmaster). 
Bury St. EpMUNDs, Кімс Epwarp VI GRAMMAR 
Scuoor. J. M. Wadmore (Headmaster). 
CAMBRIDGE, PERSE Scitoor. J. W. Taylor. 
CANTERBURY, JXING's Scuoor. Rev. A. Mayne. 


CANTERBURY, ST. Ермомр'Ѕ$ 5снооі.. G. P. 
Hollingsworth. 

CANTERBURY, SIMON LANGTON бсноо. L. W. 
Myers (Headmaster). 

CHARTERHOUSE. А.Н. Scott. 


CHELSEA, ST. МАКК'Ѕ AND Sr. Jonn'’'s COLLEGE. 
H. F. Reddick. 

CHELTENHAM COLLEGE. 

CHELTENHAM, DEAN CLOSE SciooL. A. H. Warr. 

CHESTER, CITY AND CoUNTY SCHOOL. R.C. Penfold. 

CHESTER, KiNG's Scuoor. A. St. G. Walsh. 

CHIGWELL SCHOOL. Rev. D. Grant. 

Curist’s Новрітлі. С. F. Kirby. 

City or Lonpon Scuoor. Rev. С. J. Ellingham. 

CLIFTON CorLEGE. W. R. Taylor. 

COLCHESTER GRAMMAR ScHooL. M. Acheson. 

CRANBROOK SCHOOL. C. H. C. Osborne. 

CRANLEIGH Scuoor. C. S. Marcon. 

CREWKERNE GRAMMAR Scitoor.. L. V. Russell. 

DARLINGTON GRAMMAR ScHooL. W. W. Allen. 

DERBY SCHOOL. 

DERBY, BEMROSE SCHOOL. 

DEVONPORT Нісн SCHOOL. 
master). 

DONCASTER GRAMMAR SCHOOL. 

Dover CoLLEGE. С. L. Evans. 
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E. R. Tucker. 


А. Treseder (Head- 


І. M. Tulloch. 


Dover CouNTY Scuoor. J. Slater. 

Durwicu CorrEGE. Rev. H. Dixon. 

EASTBOURNE COLLEGE. T. Tanqueray. 

EASTBOURNE GRAMMAR ScHoor. C. J. Blackburn 
(Headmastcr). 


ELLESMERE COLLEGE. С. Howard. 

IrruAM CorreGr. G. S. Crane. 

Eton CoLLEGE. Н. А. Haworth. 

EXETER ScuooL. Н. Bagnal. 

EXETER, HELE’s ScHoor. C. V. Cater. 

FARNHAM GRAMMAR SCHOOL. F. A. Morgan (Head- 
master). 

FARNWORTH GRAMMAR ScHoor. А. Wilson. 

FELSTED ScnHoor. R. T. Young. 

FOLKESTONE, HARVEY GRAMMAR SCHOOL. А. 
Prince. 

FRAMLINGHAM COLLEGE. Cmdr. Е.С. Palmer, R.N. 

GAINSBOROUGH GRAMMAR SCHOOL. J. Н. Hewetson 
(Headmaster). 


GIGGLESWICK SCHOOL. E. Grant 


GLOUCESTER, CRYPT Scuoor. 5. P. Ball. 

GRESHAM's SCHOOL, Horr. Н. P. Ramage. 

GUERNSEY, ELIZABETH COLLEGE. W. С. F. Cald- 
well. 

HAMPSTEAD, HABERDASHERS' ASKE'S SCHOoL, J.F 
Cooper. 


HAILEYBURY COLLEGE. W. A. Tregenza. 

Harirax, HEATH Scuoor. О. К. А. Byrde (Head- 
master). 

HARPENDEN, Sr. GEORGE’S SCHOOL, 

Harrow Scuoor. F. James. 

llAsTINGS GRAMMAR SCHOOL. Rev. A. F. Watts. 

HERNE Bay Cottece. E. W. Гигпег (Headmaster). 

HEVERSHAM Scuoor. Е. С. Wroth. 

HEXHAM GRAMMAR SCHOOL. J. R. Morris. 

HIGHGATE SCHOOL. Rev. K. R. G. Hunt. 

HorsHaM, Corrvren's Scuoor. Р. A. Tharp (Head- 
master), 

HUDDERSFIELD, ALMONDBURY GRAMMAR SCHOOL. 
J. M. Baldwin. 

HUDDERSFIELD CorrLeGE, 5. J. Browning. 

HUDDERSFIELD, Royp's Hatt Scuoor. E. F. 
Chaney (Headmaster). 


A. Ingham. 


Hutt, HvMER's CoLLEGE. J. G. Hall. 
HUuRSTPIERPOINT CoLLEGE. F. M. Bannister. 
Ігӛмісн ScHooL. J. F. Bolland. | 
KENDAL, STRAMONGATE ScHoor. Т. F. Green 


(Headmaster). 

KKINGSWwoop Scuoor, BArH. Г. S. Cook. 

Кіккву LONSDALE, QUEEN [ELIZABETH SCHOOL. 
J. L. Johnson (Headmaster). 

KIRKHAM GRAMMAR SCHOOL. G. Barton. 


LANCASTER, THE ROYAL GRAMMAR SCHOOL. К.Е. 
English. 

LANCING CoLLEGE. С. D. Walker. 

LEATHERHEAD, бт. Тонм"5 ScHoor. Rev. E. A. 


Downes (Headmaster). 4 
LEICESTER, ALDERMAN NEWTON'S SCHOOL. К. Hill. 
LEICESTER, WYGGESTON ScHooL. W. С. Dunford. 
LEEDS, Cirv oF LrEps SCHOOL. F. R. Worts 

(Headmaster). 

LEEDS GRAMMAR SCHOOL. 
Leys SCHOOL, CAMBRIDGE. 


Rev. С. О. Cranmer. 
J. E. Mellor. 


LivrnpooL CorrtEeGr. Беу. R. M. Howard (/7ead- 
master). 

LIVERPOOL INSTITUTE. 

Гооти, Кімс EpwanD VI SCHOOL. 
(Headmaster). 

MALTON GRAMMAR ScHooL. E. L. 
master). 

MALVERN COLLEGE. 


E. W. Hicks. 
E. А. Gardiner 


Watt (Head- 


R. T. Colthurst. 


MANCHESTER CENTRAL Ніон ScHuoor. К. Crosth- 
waite (Headmaster). 
MANCHESTER GRAMMAR ScHoor. A. J. Storey. 


MARLBOROUGH COLLEGE. L. F. К. Audemars. 

MERCHANT TayLors' ScHoor (Lonpon). С. Stain- 
forth. 

Мит. Hitt Ѕсноо. N. Brett James. 

MORECAMBE GRAMMAR ScHoor. C. E. James. 

NEWCASTLE-UNDER-LYME HIGH ScHoor. С. S. 


Hodges. 

NEWCASTLE-ON-TYNE, ltovat GRAMMAR SCHOOL. 
G. P. Gunner. 

NORTHAMPTON TOWN AND County Scuoor. C. A. 
Richmond. 


NORTUWICH GRAMMAR ScirooL. T. Sanderson. 

NUNEATON, KING Epwarb VI ScHooL. A. 
Pratt (Headmaster). 

OUNDLE Scuoor. R. W. Stopford. 

Owen's Ѕспоог, ISLINGTON. Rev. H. N. Asman 
(Headmaster). 

City or OxForp Scuoor. 

PasroN ScnoorL, Хонти WALSHAM. 
(Headmaster). 

PLYMOUTH CoLLEGE. Rev. В. ХУ. Benskin. 

PLYMOUTH CORPORATION GRAMMAR SCHOOL. 
Davies. 

PONTYPRIDD | INTERMEDIATE 
Thomas (Headmaster). 


P. Pickford 


Das 
ScHOOL. E de 


PRESTON GRAMMAR Scuoor. W. S. Bell. 
RADLEY COLLEGE. Т. E. E. Cocks. 
READING SCHOOL. Rev. E. С. Levien. 


READING, LEIGHTON PARK Ѕсноо А. W. Nash. 

REPTON Scuoor. Н. H. Davidson. 

ROCHESTER, Kine’s Scuoot. F. В. Sparshott. 

косневтев, SIR J. WILLIAMSON'S MATHEMATICAL 
ӛснооі. E. D. Clark (Headmaster). 

HRossALL ScHooL. J. H. Johnson. 

Косву ScHoor. Rev. R. Broxton. 

RuTLIsH GRAMMAR ScHoor. Н. R. Dennis. 


Schools in Scotland with which 


ABERDEEN GRAMMAR SCHOOL. W. P. Stewart. 


ABERDEEN, GORDON'S COLLEGE. С. Bain. 
DuNDEE HiGH Ѕсноос. Jf. R. Legge. 
EDINBURGH ACADEMY. H. R. Scott. 


PERTH ACADEMY. J. Angus. 


Күрлі. ScHooL. С. D. Yonge. 

ST. Lers ScHooL. Rev. W. B. Farrer. 

ST. Epwarp’s ScHooL. J. F. W. Eardley. 

ST. Oravr's ScHooL. А. G. Russell. 

Sr. Paur's ScHooL. J. Bell (High Master). 

SALFoRD SECONDARY ScHoor. Е. Bird. 

SEDBERGH SCHOOL. Rev. E. W. S. Packard. 

SHEREGEN® Ѕсноог. R. S. Thompson and Rev. A. 
ield. 

SHREWSBURY SCHOOL. D. J. Bevan. 

SoLIHULL Scuoor. А. R. Thompson (Headmaster). 

STOCKPORT GRAMMAR ScHooLt. W. A. Paine. 

Stowe Scuoor. C. В. Cook. 

Taunton ScHoor. H. Nicholson (Headmaster). 

TAUNTON, KiNo's CoLLEGE. Rev. Е. Spurway. 

TAUNTON, QuEEN's CoLLEGE. С. L. Wiseman 
(Headmaster). 

Tavistock, KELLY CoLLEGE. R. R. W. Simpson. 

TONBRIDGE SCHOOL. J. E. Taylor. 

TRENT CoLLEGE. С. Г. Bell (Headmaster). 

UNIVERSITY COLLEGE SCHOOL. R. C. Roberts. 

UPPINGHAM SCHOOL. Rev. R. Е. MeNeile. 

UPHOLLAND GRAMMAR SCHOOL. С. Н. Cox (Hd»ar.). 

WAKEFIELD, SILCOATES ScHOOL. S. H. Moore. 

Warwick ScHooL. С. A. Riding (Headmaster). 

WATFORD, LONDON ORPHAN SCHOOL. 

WATFORD GRAMMAR ScHoor. S. H. Hughes. 

WELLINGTON CoLLEGE (Веккѕ.). H. S. Scott. 

WESTMINSTER Сітү ScHooL. Е. E. Wilson. 

WESTMINSTFR SCHOOL. Rev. A. G. C. Pentreath. 

WuriTGIFT GRAMMAR ScHooLt. А. Н. Holden. 

WHITLEY AND MONKSEATON HicH ScHoor. Н.В. 
Widdows (Headmaster). 

WIGAN GRAMMAR Scioor. E. D. Preston. 

WINCHESTER COLLEGE. J. W. Parr. 

WINDERMERE GRAMMAR SCHOOL. B. W. Abraham 
(Headmaster). 

WokiNG Соумтү SECONDARY SCHOOL. 
(Headmaster). 

WOLVERHAMPTOM SCHOOL. W. Derry (Headmaster). 

WOLVERHAMPTON, TETTENHALL CoLLEGE. F. C. 
Pine. 

WOODBRIDGE SCHOOL. G. 

WORCESTER CATHEDRAL, 
Powell Evans. 

Worksop CoLLEGE. H. V. Beck. 

WYCLIFFE COLLEGE, STONEHOUSE. М. 


J. Holden 
B. Riddell. 

KiNG's SCHOOL. D. 
E. Webb. 


the Schools Section is in touch 


TETTES COLLEGE, Ерімвикон. А. Н. Ashcroft 
(Headmaster). 

TRINITY COLLEGE, GLENALMOND. M. H. M. Hunter. 

LorETTO SCHOOL, MUSSELBURGH. Lieut.-Col. 


Buchanan-Dunlop. 


Schools in Northern Ireland with which Toc H, Belfast, is in touch 


BELFAST ROYAL ACADEMY. R. H. Harte. 
CAMPBELL COLLEGE, BELFAST. Т. K. C. Armour. 


Royat SCHOOL, ARMAGH. 
Коүлі, SCHOOL, PonroRa. 


К. M. Hamilton. 
H. King. 


E: 
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School Representatives 


(Note.—Where there is an Area Padre and/or Secretary, one of these acts as Area Schools Representative 
unless otherwise stated.) 


Tondon Area 


AREA REPRESENTATIVE. 


NORTH LONDON DISTRICT. 
H. E. Attkins (Highgate), 
Highgate, N.6. 
Моктн MIDDLESEX DISTRICT. 
Major C. Palmer (Enfield), Ladywood, Enfield, 
Middlesex. 
G. ]. Morley Jacob (Wood Green), т, Elm Road, 
Lordship Lane, N.22. 

BARNET DISTRICT. 
East LONDON DISTRICT. 
R. Colison, The 

Buckhurst Hill. 
S. Crabb (West Ham), 193, Sharrard Road, Ll'orest 
Gate, E.7. 
L. Marchant, St. Helen’s, The Green, Woodford. 
С. W. Towns, Martlesham, 158, Western Road, 
Leigh-on-Sea. 
SouTH-East LONDON DISTRICT. 
а S. Pankhurst, 50, Kent House Road, Sydenham, 
.Е.26. 
G. E. Tonge, 6, Court Farm Road, Mottingham, 
5.12.0. 
SOUTH LONDON DISTRICT. 
D. S. Causer (Dulwich), 146, Denmark Hill, 5.15.5. 
P. Longridge (Kennington), 110, Kennington 
Park Road, S.E.rr. 


13, South Grove, 


Nook, Palmerston load, 


A. G. Churcher, 47, Francis Street, S.W.1. 


5ооти WATLING DISTRICT. 
Скоуромч DISTRICT. 
С. В. Hunt (Croydon), 37, 
East Croydon, Surrey. 
R. Strathmann (Carshalton), 
Worcester Road, Sutton. 
Souri-Wetst LONDON DISTRICT. 
L. C. Kington (Wimbledon), 8, Crescent Gardens, 
Wimbledon Park, S.W.rg. 
С. S. Hervey (Mark II.), 128, Mount Strect, W.1. 
KINGSTON DISTRICT. 
L. Lodge (Kingston and Surbiton), River View, 
Lower Ham Road, Kingston-on-Thames. 
С. Mountstephen (Richmond), 17, Friars Stile 
Road, Richmond, Surrey. 
WEST LONDON DISTRICT. 
C. S. Clarke (Mark I.), 
Wa. 
West MIDDLESEX DISTRICT. 
E. E. Lyden (Ealing), 2, Glencairn Drive, Ealing, 
Wes. 
West CENTRAL DISTRICT. 
B. Tilley (Mark У11.), 15, Fitzroy Square, W.1. 
NORTH WATLING DISTRICT. 
1. R. Pryce-Parry (Hampstead), 
Кола, Hampstead, N.W.3. 


Morland Avenue, 


Stoke Cottage, 


24, Pembridge Gardens, 


17, Thurlow 


1 -- * 
South -Eastern ENTER 


AREA REPRESENTATIVE. 


ASHFORD. R. A. Turvey, 43, Hillbrow Road, 
Ashford. 
BrRiGHTon. Rev. W. F. Bond, St. John's Vicarage, 


Carlton Hill, Brighton. 
BROMLEY. S. H. Ayling, 26, Lansdowne load, 


Bromley. 

CANTERBURY. W. H. Griffin, 172, Wincheap Street, 
Canterbury. 

Dover. S. A. Cook, 5, Harold Terrace, Dover. 


EASTBOURNE. T. Tanqueray, Pennell House, East- 
bourne College, and 
T. Vine, 65, Willowfield Road. 

FARNUAM. P. Spencer, Driftway. 

FOLKESTONE. H.R. White, 10, Radnor Park West, 
Folkestone. 


C. Garner Егесзіоп, 47, Francis Street, S.W.r. 


GUILDFORD. Rev. F. J. Colyer, 53, Agraria Road. 
Hasrincs. Kev. A. F. Watts, Hastings Grammar 
School. 


IXESTON, etc. P. А. Slessor, Oakwood, Keston. 


MAIDSTONE. 


RAMSGATE. А. E. Diack, 39, Harbour Street, 
Ramsgate. 
REIGATE. M. Hinde, 109, Holmesdale Road. 


ROCHESTER. A. Hine, 21, Weston Road, Strood. 

TUNBRIDGE WELLS. P. C. J. Tully, 193, Upper 
Grosvenor Road, Tunbridge Wells. 

WHITSTABLE. V. F. Ireland, Garston, Baddlesmere 
Road, Whitstable. 

WokiNG. Е. A. Radford, Remenham, Bullbegger's 
Lane, Horsell, Woking. 


Eastern Axca 


AREA REPRESENTATIVE. 


BEDFORD. 
and J. Anthony, 42, Mill Street, Bedford. 

JERKHAMSTED. 
Road, Berkhamsted. 

BROXBOURNE. 
Hoddesdon. 

Воку Sr. Epmunps. H. W. Henshall, The Firs, 
Westley Road, Bury St. Edmunds. 

CAMBRIDGE UNIVERSITY. Т. E. St. Johnstone, 
Corpus Christi College, Cambridge. 
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H. R. Newton, 76, Castle Road, Bedford, 
W. S. Whitehead, о, Kitsbury 
G. N. Beddoe, 5, Marston Road, 


R. E. Wraith, 47, Francis Strect, S.W.1. 


COLCHESTER. Dr. R. W. Cushing, St. Michael's 
Rectory, Mile End, Colchester. 

Ipswich. Rev. C. O. George, 58, Hatfield Road, 
Ipswich. 

NorwIcH. H. W. 
Norwich. 


Cleland, Norvic Shoe Co., 


RADLETT. Leslie Kent, Bond's Cay, Radlett. 
Watrorp. S. H. Hughes, 67, Durban Road, 
Watford. 


East Midlands and нса пзе А гса 


AREA REPRESENTATIVE, 


GAtiNspOROUGH. Rev. C. A. Greensmith, The 
Vicarage, Morton, Gainsborough. A 
GniMmsnv. С. Wilby, Municipal College, Grimsby. 
LourH. S. S. Howard, Waterloo House, Louth. 
LiNCOLN. H. Chatterton, 26, Scott Gardens, 

Lincoln. 


R. Lane Waller, Toc H, 44, Princess Road, Leicester. 


Nortnampton. J. H. Lockhart, 38, Thursby Road, 
Northampton. 

NorrixGHAM. E. Parker, Toc Н, бол, Carrington 
Street, Nottingham. 

SCUNTHORPE. J. H. Stephenson, 
Roxby, Scunthorpe. 


Low Risby, 


W est Midlands Area 


AREA REPRESENTATIVES. 


Rev. F. С. Reeves and б. Lambert, 


Mark WI, 77, Clifford Street, 


Lozells, Birmingham. 


BIRMINGHAM. 
Moseley. 

Derby. Е. Davies, Wymcring, Chaddesdon Lane, 
Chaddesdon, Derby. 

LEAMINGTON SPA. A. T. England, 29, Kenilworth 
Roag, Leamington Spa. 

NEWCASTLE-UNDER-LyME. С. S. Phillips, 
Dimsdale Parade, Wolstanton. 


W. H. Wall, 30, Greenhill Road, 


148, 


NUNEATON. Н.Е. Moon, Mill House, Stockingford, 


Nuneaton. 
Косву. А. А. Tanner, 29, Oliver Street, Rugby. 
WoLvERHAMPTON. L. Callow, rr, Broad Lane, 


Bradmore, Wolverhampton. 


Worcester. E. Robinson, Walnut Tree House 
Worcester. 


Yorkshire Area 


AREA REPRESENTATIVE. 
BRADFORD. М.Н. Manley, 9, 
Frizinghall, Bradford. 


GRIDLINGTON. J. Lister, 7, Trinity Grove, Brid- 
lington. 
CHESTERFIELD., 
field. 


ПмілкАх. John Marsh, 
Road, Halifax. 


llonNsEA. Dr. Bickmore, St. Bede's, Hornsea. 


Grove Terrace, 


V. Sibilia, 52, Storrs Road, Chester- 


Heath Leigh, Skircoat 


М. С. Callis, Mark VIII, Christchurch Road, Sheffield. 


HupnppEnsrFIELD. S. НІШ, 42, Beech Street, Paddock, 
Huddersfield ; C. Bottomley, 8, Woodthorpe 
Terrace, Bankfield Road, Huddersfield. 

Hurr. J. С. Hall, Hymers College, Hull. 

KEIGHLEY. I<. Preston, 5, Gordon Street, Keighley. 

Leeps. С. Wormald, c/o Messrs. Middlctons, Leeds. 

MALTON. 

SurrriELD. Н. Mottershaw, 70, Huntley Road, 
Eccelsall, Sheffield. 


SHEFFIELD UNIVERSITY. В. 1. Evans. 


No rihern Атса 


AREA REPRESENTATIVE. 


BERWICK. Dr. Stoddart, 23, 


Castle Terrace, 
Berwick-on-Tweed. 


CARLISLE. F. М. Hepworth, Stanwix House, 
Carlisle. 
DuRHUAM. Т. Oliver, University College, Durham. 


MIDDLESBROUGH. Т. Baker, jnr., 115, Cambridge 
Road, Linthorpe, Middlesbrough. 


A. Rogers, 88, Willow Road, Darlington. 


NEWCASTLE. 
on-T ync. 

SourH SieLtps. J. A. Young, Ash Lea, King 
George Road, Harton, South Shields. 

SUNDERLAND. G. Kenyon, J.O.C. Offices, Sunder- 
land. 

WutrLEY Bay. J. Harper, 7, Richmond Terrace, 
Whitley Bay. 


B. Jackson, Mark XVIII, Newcastle- 


North-Western Area 


AREA REPRESENTATIVES. 


Rev. M. Coleman, Mark XIV, Salford; A. Lodge, Mark IV, Manchester; 


Rev. H. F. Sawbridge, Mark IV, Manchester; M. Westropp, University Settlement, Nile 
Street, Liverpool. 


ALTRINCHAM. E. H. Whitehead, Overdale, Lang- 
ham Road, Bowden. 


Barrow. R. F. Green, 43, School Street, Barrow. 


JIRKENHEAD. J.N. Mansfield, 4, Kingsmead Road, 
South, Oxton, Cheshire. 

Bra4ckPoor. J. S. Wood, б, 
Marton, Blackpool. 

Botton. J. Hurst, 25, Ashworth Lane, Apsley 
Bridge. 

Bootle. E. Tankard, 2r, Brook Road, Bootle. 

Bury. 

CHEADLE AND GATLEY. 
Avenuo, Cheadle. 

CHESTER: Е. E. Stacey, 40, 
Chester. 


Honister Avenuc, 


E. G. Susans, 24, Warren 


Liverpool Road, 


Снокітом. F. Cooke, 46, Wilton Road, Chorlton. 

Согме. Н. С. Wigley, 85, Lanroyd Road, Colne. 

ECCLES. 

FaAnNwoRTH. А. Wilson, Farnworth Grammar 
School. 


Поуі.Аке. P. M. Atkin, 56, Alderley Road, West 
Kirby (acting). 

Kirksey LowspALE. H. Н. Sykes, Cressbrook. 

LANCASTER. R. Whitehead, 33, Chester Place, 
Lancaster. 

LIVERPOOL. М. А. Melsher, 12, Catherine Street, 
Liverpool. 

MACCLESFIELD. . 

MANCHESTER DISTRICT. J. Wilde Carrington, 
Shadworth, 233, Wellington Road North, 
Heaton Chapel, Stockport. 
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MANCHESTER UNIVERSITY. R. J. Cornish, Engineer- 
ing Dept., The University, Manchester. 

MORECAMBE. C. Ormston, Heysham Road, and 
E. Barrow, The Bungalow (acting). 

Newron HEATH. J. Parry, 87, Culcheth Lane. 

NORTHWICH. E. E. Jones, Yew Tree House, rrr, 
Middlewich Road, Northwich. 

PRESTON. J. Tragen, 4, Cross Street, Preston. 

Ramssottom. С. Turnbull, Highbury. 


Southern 


Sr. Нгівмв. Т. С. Frodsham, 63, Chapel Street. 

SaALFORD. Е. Milne, Mark ХІУ, Salford. 

Stockport. А. Chambcrlain, 136, Bramhall Lane. 

THELWALL. R. Leah, Redbrick Cottage, Thelwall, 
nr. Warrington. 

WESTMORLAND. The Rev. E. W. S. Packard, 
The Little House, Sedbergh. 

WiGAN. ХУ. Gabbott, 20, Upper Docconson Road. 

WINDERMERE. R. Martindale, Ellerthwaite. 


Area 


AREA REPRESENTATIVE. А. S. Greenacre, 47, Francis Street, S.W.r. 


BEACONSFIELD. J. 14. Hay, Gateways, Beacons- 
field. 

Охкокр UNIVERSITY. E. H. C. Luckham, Christ 
Church. 


Ровтѕмооти. ІК. Pengelly, Osborne Cottage, 
Garden Lane, St. Edward’s Road, Southsea. 

READING UNIVERSITY. C. H. Morgan. 

Ѕіоосн. W. С. Davies, Clinton, London Road. 


Western Area 
AREA REPRESENTATIVE. G. B. Elworthy, Mark ІХ, 29, St. Paul's Road, Clifton. 


Barn. ). B. Carson, 11, Cavendish Crescent, Bath. 
Bristot. A. Temple Bourne, 2, Oakfield Grove, 
Clifton. 


CHELTENHAM. E. D. Watterson, Sabrina, Charlton 


Lane, Cheltenham. 


South- W estern Атса 


CREWKERNE. JL. V. Russell, Court Hayes. 

Гихохғокт. C. F. Austin, 22, St. Hilary Terrace, 

EXETER. Ы. Michelmorc, Rosemount, 93, Heavitree 
Road, Exeter. 

FarMmouru. R. Newham, Gyllyngvase Terrace. 

Penzance. J. А. Treglown, Chapel Street. 


REDRUTH. J. B. Darcy, 4, Plam-an-gwany. 
Sr. AUSTELL. P.H. Houseman, 45, Bodmin Road. 


Taunton. L. F. Pritchett Brown, Glenavon, 
Haines Hill. 


Truro. F. Wort, Kilbryde, Waterloo. 


Wales 
AREA REPRESENTATIVE. Capt. Н. Wynne Jones, Insurance Buildings, New Street, Cardiff. 
Scotland 


AREA REPRESENTATIVE. R. Sawers, Caledonian Mansions, Kelvin Bridge, Great Western Road, Glasgow. 


ABERDEEN. G. L. Elkington, Springbank Cottage, 
Craigton Road. 


EDINBURGH. T. E. P. McCandlish, о, South Lear- 
mouth Gardens, Edinburgh. 


DUNDEE. Rev. К. Е. V. Scott, т, Albany Terrace. PERTH. Г. B. Smith, 8, Bcllavista Terrace, Perth. 


Northern Trela nd 


BELFAST. ХУ. Bell, 1, The Drive, Richmond Park, Belfast. 


What the Schools Section Is 


Г HE Schools Sc&ion, in the light of the four points of the Тос H Compass, carries on the 

work to which it succeeded on the incorporation of the Cavendish Society with Toc H. 
Its particular object is to put before boys in their last term at school the great need for mutual 
understanding between different types of men, and for voluntary service. It seeks to secure, 
and, through its Schools Correspondents and Schools Representatives, in a measure succeeds 
in securing, that thc opportunity which Toc H provides for putting into practice the ideals of 
fellowship and service learnt at school should be known to boys before they leave ; that every 
boy leaving schools attached to the Schools Section should Бе challenged to take into account 
the claims upon him personally of these ideals, at the start of his life's work ; that every in- 
dividual who shows a wish to accept this challenge should be helped to find the most suitable 
channel for putting his wishes into pra&tice ; and that every boy going to a post overseas should, 
if he so desires, be helped by introductions to the Groups and individual members of the 
Toc H family throughout the world. 
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ЕЕЕ а 4 


PAST PETERS' 


Prom the spring of 1926 to the spring of 1930, No. т, Queen Anne's Gate was the Headquarters 
of Toc Н. Then (just as now the Feffival has outgrown the familiar Albert Hall) the staff and work of 
acentral office became too great for its homely little cubby-holes, its long and flately Board Room, and its 
narrow flairs, upon which the straitness of the passage made immediate friends of the verieft Strangers. 
For most of these years, till his death a few months before their ending, Alfred Root had been the faithful 
guardian of its hall. When, on a sunny March morning, a pantechnicon flood at the door, loaded with 
every imaginable article from duplicators to ап unwieldy Roman fasces, relic of a past Masque, it was a little 
sadly that its inhabitants of four years said good-bye to the dignified front, to the quiet seemliness of Queen 
Anne's Gate, and to Peters’, the friendly reftanrant round the corner, which had become a minor and 
informal lunch-club. Number One has now been most skilfully merged into Number Three to form 
a modern office building for the century-old firm of Messrs. Holland с» Hannen and Cubitts, Ltd. With 
what pleasant effett, this little impression sets ont. The drawing shows Queen Anne’s Gate, looking гай. 


Lift 


iur night I walked past Peters’. 
I seldom used to walk past Peters’, for I always used to meet someone 
at Peters’ in the old days, before Headquarters packed up and went elsewhere. 
And as I walked past Peters’, I knew what would be just around the corner, 
or something of what would be there. I knew because I had read of it, and I went 
to look at the changed place just because I had to. 
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Strangely enough, what I found was what I had expe&ed to find. Nothing, 
after all, to make a fuss about in the JounNAL—just a building changed mightily 
from the old Number One, Queen Anne’s Gate, that a lot of us used to know а 
little and love a bit. And that is sentiment, of coursc. 


Yes; I walked past Peters’, and where Number One used to be, I found, in 
the language of the architects, that the “ external alterations consisted chiefly in 
lining up the main cornices and strings and bringing the windows, which were of 
varying height, into some measure of balance. Sash bars were introduced and 
tuck pointing had to be resorted to in order to pull the somewhat long facade 
together. The muintereffing doorway апа porch of No. з was removed and a new door- 
way with Queen Anne character introduced. ‘The arms over the door are those 
of the Cubitt family and symbolise the association of the house of Cubitt with this firm, 
whose reputation Stands for the highest traditions of building." 

Yes; that is how the old Number One has been altered. Its doorway is no 
longer there. Mark the first portion underlined above, and note well that not 
а word is said about 75a? doorway. They moved it—true. Maybe it had done its 
job. But they never called it uninteresting. They couldn’t, and speak truth. 
So they just moved it. And where many men used to come and go is a new 
portion of wall to make good the breach the removing of the door had made. 


And that other underlining? Well, only this: 4... the association of the 
house . . . Talbot House . . . whose reputation Stands for the highest 
traditions of building." 

But I’m juggling no longer with words, for I walked past Peters’—-back again 
to the new Headquarters to meet a man I used to meet in Peters’ . . . And the 
last bit of the old Number One that caught my eye was that window of the ground 
floor, at which Faithful Root watched and watched—and watched— 


I wonder... ZED. 


BOYS WORKING HOURS 


ЕНГ Committec on Wage-Earning Children, formed in 1900, to increase the efficiency andto 

promote the reform of existing legislation for the protcétion of children in employment, 
are concerned at the large numbers of children and adolescents at present not protected by 
legislation, who frequently work long hours, sometimes for low rates of pay and in bad condi- 
tions ; for example, errand boys, young lads employed as cinema attendants, boys working as 
kitchen helpers, page boys in clubs and hotels, van boys. The Committee is а non-party organisa- 
tion, and, acting on their behalf, Lord Astor recently introduced a Bill (The Employment of 
Young Persons (Particular Occupations) Bill) into the House of Lords. Ав a result of the 
debate, the Government has promised to include legislation dealing with the matter in the 
forthcoming Children's Bill. In the meantime, the Committee are desirous of obtaining particulars 
of hard cases, in order to press the need for legislation. Names will not be mentioned in dealing 
with such cases, each case simply being given a reference number. But the person forwarding 
the particulars must satisfy himself that the faéts stated are correét. 


It is thought that some members may know of hard cases amongst adolescents, j.e., lads 
upto the age of 18 years. If they will forward particulars to George Marlborough, 4o, Dunmore 
Road, Wimbledon, S.W.20, he will bring them before the Committee, 
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E-S.F. A. 

X7 OU know Langham Place? I thought I did, until I lost myself. Langham 

Hotel is obvious enough in all its grave demeanour. Pat and I went to it 
some years ago to find the blessed family who have undergirt the South Australian 
work with an Endowed Chaplaincy. There is nothing zouveau riche about the 
Langham: to call it homely would be ап impertinence, and yet a compliment 
which the august mansion merits. "Then if you cross the Street, an old fogey like 
myself is naturally drawn towards the door which once swung open to admit 
Victorian children to the magic pastimes of Maskelyne and Devant. Then there 
15 the church. 


But none of these is our present destination. Please skirt the church and 
traverse a little blind alley to the north of it, until you find the signs swinging 
above the doorways are growing more and more friendly in their character. At 
last you have tracked down your destination. 


Here is the Church Hall of АП Souls, Langham Place ; and here within are 
friends of an unusual order. The whole thing is imbued with an atmosphere of 
friendliness by no means common in concerns which pride themselves upon 
efficiency. The hall itself is a sort of rendezvous, a kind of open club, where 
very poor men who have had some nasty knocks in peace as well as war drop in 
and sit themselves down, and get all snug and pack up their troubles until their 
turn comes for an interview. Then they are led upstairs. 


Upstairs they find themselves in a quiet pleasant room which is the workshop of 
three chief conspirators. These are three Colonels, members of Toc H, who 
year after year have run this as their hobby. They are like-minded men, at least, 
unanimous about the way in which their lives can be most useful nowadays. They 
are not there to make grants from large funds with grudging emphasis upon past 
misbehaviour. Their job is to be listeners for the most part, unravelling by the 
process of exhaustion the tales of misfortune which men bring all day long. Lies 
don't pass muster with them, for they are connoisseurs in honesty, and know the 
facts too well to be imposed on with impunity. They have occasional shillings 
to distribute, but the real truth is that they have trained themselves to be expert 
practitioners in solid social wisdom. It is, of course, the easiest thing in the world 
to sneer at those who give advice to others ; but here advice is given and accepted. 
Some temporary employment, and some more solid jobs, are found when they are 
findable. Employers do not repent dealing with these three Colonels, since they 
have made it a rule to share the personal problem of each man with those who are 
prepared to give him work. 


Тос H, in my opinion, should honour these three members, and help them 
where it can, and how it can. © Esfa," as it is called, is now linked up, by a 
process of free affiliation and approval, with Toc H Headquarters ; and Branches 
will do well to note the fact, and share their problems of distress with them. 


TUBBY. 
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А NEW KIND OF GUEST-NIGHT 


F Toc Н is to maintain its vitality, it must be continually adapting itself to circumstances, 
putting its hand to new weapons, and seeking its expression under fresh guises and through 
fresh people. Тһе Morris car of the Area Secretary and the implosions of pionccring Branch 
and Group, upon which such a sturdy building has been raised in England, are to a large extent 
lost and dwarfed in the vast distances of Canada, where half a thousand miles of wheatfield or 
prairie may separate one unit from its neighbour. 

So new means must be devised ; and there, where a word carried upon the ether is the easiest 
way of overleaping physical distance, the Provincial Executive of Alberta arranged, on Monday, 
May 5, ап hour's Toc H broadcast from Station C.F.A.C., Calgary, Alberta. Its intention was 
to carry the listeners to Talbot House, Poperinghe, during the war years, and at the conclusion 
of a word-tableau, to transport them into an ordinary Toc H meeting, commencing with the 
Ceremony of Light. After the chairman's remarks and the Guest Spcaker's talk, the songs 
and other incidentals of a Toc H meeting, the programme was concluded with a prayer for 
the Calgary and Hillhurst Groups which had combincd for the occasion, and some thirty of 
whose members were present at the $tudio-mecting. . 

The Road Back, as the sketch by “ Barrabus "' Barberis and “ Stew ” Trusler was called, took 
two Tommies and the huge unseen audience from the candle-lit Army hut of a rest camp to the 
cheerful warmth and atmosphere of the Old House at Poperinghe, and told a little of what they 
found there—a tiny and typical incident recaptured and relived to bring home the fact of Toc Н 
to half a Continent. Ав the fiftecn-year-old scene faded into a Guest-night of to-day, in which 
speakers put across their ideas and ideals to townsmen and farmers and lumbermen and students 
scattered all over Canada, the continuance and fulfilment of Talbot House became reality. 

Judging by the wired messages received from distant parts of Alberta and Saskatchcwan, and 
by the congratulatory letters received since from Toc H Groups (and others, strangers to the 
movement), the broadcast created a very deep impression. 


“THE JOURNAL”: DATE OF PUBLICATION 


^Y ^ HE charming irregularity of the date on which the Toc H Journat reaches its readers each 
month has been the subjeé of jest and abuse ever since the first volume skipped two months 
in 1922. A world accustomed to buying the Evening News before lunch and its Christmas numbers 
in October has, however, a passion for a date on the cover which anticipates history. And there 
are indeed weighty reasons why the JOURNAL should come out on the First of the month. The 
present issue seemed to offer an opportunity and ап excuse to make the change now. First, the 
Festival preparations and performance for some weeks urgently employed the Editorial staff. 
No Daylight-saving АФ can produce a day of more than 24 hours, it seems—otherwise the 
twenty-fifth might have been dedicated to the quict pursuit of editing the June JOURNAL. 
Secondly, it seemed worth while to produce a full-dress report of the Festival at once—and that 
meant further delay. So, dear readers, you have in your hands a June-July number, and you 
may argue for years to come (as men will over Mr. Snowden’s extra quarter of income tax) 
whether it is an excessively late June issue or a surprisingly carly July one. Persons of a sus- 
picious nature (and there are men who mistrust the dark moves of H.Q.) will at once assume 
that we have cheated them neatly out of one issue in 1931 : no such luck—the editorial staff will 
function this year in September—a month which for the past nine years has been a blank for our 
devoted readers. So you are not a penny the worse, after all! 
In future the Toc H JounNAr will (weather permitting) be despatched by zhe First of the Month 
from H.Q. and should reach all readers in Europe during the first week. — If it is a fortnight late, 
search your Secretary's cupboard before you blame Tue EDITOR. 
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TWO ТКАСТ5 FOR OUR TIME 


Gen. : in Four Fyltes. By Tubby. 6d. 
Why Men Love England. Ву Sir Kenyon Vaughan-Morgan, M.P. With a foreword by Rev. 
P. B. Clayton. ба. 

Herc are two booklets, attractive to the сус at first glance, and Still more attractive to the 
mind at further perusal. Both are published by АП Hallows and can be obtained thence or 
from Toc Н Headquarters. The first is described on the title-page as a “ brief biography for 
family reading within Toc H. It is therefore privately printed, a tribute content to travel 
among friendly firesides." It is a wholly delightful picture of ** The General ” (Private Arthur 
Pettifer, M.M., The Buffs), officially Tubby’s batman at Popcringhe, morc actually the faétotum 
of the Old House in war-time, of Mark I afterwards and of All Hallows nowadays, a Vice- 
President of Toc H. 

The frontispiece shows “ our 'Ero"' balanced on his new masterpiece, the All Hallows 
fountain (sce p. 264), pick and flower-pot in hand, in the attitude of “Eros” at Piccadilly Circus. 
And the four chapters of the book show our "Ero in all the moods and activities of war апа 
peace. "Through the medium of some of Tubby's most delightful writing this little book 
records episodes in the carly history of Toc H in Pop. and London which no member can afford 
not to know, laugh over, wonder at, and be deeply grateful for. 

The second booklet preserves an address given by a member of the House of Commons Group 
of Toc Н at the opening of “ Dingley Dell," the “ derelict plot of land," facing Tower Hill 
which Tubby is “ transforming into a Badminton Court and Scout playground for the sons of 
City police and housekeepers, for whom no place for open-air exercise was hitherto available." 
The address itself is a beautiful piece of English on an inexhaustible subje& : it is impossible 
to read without a Stirring of the mind and heart such tribute to “ this land of such dear souls, 
this dear, dear land." Tubby’s foreword is a description full of intense historical interest, 
gay humour and wisdom, of Forty-two Trinity Square. Ав many Festival visitors to АП 
Hallows and Tower Hill can testify, he has an unrivalled way of making the old stones and streets 
of London come alive when he speaks of them. 

No Branch or Group library should be without these two books, and many a member will 
not be content, once having seen them, until he possesses copies of his own. 


IN MEMORIAM 
Angus М Lifton K night 2 Headmaster of Derby School and Pioneer of Тос Н 


Hc was a man of utter sincerity and wonderful humility, of scrupulous consideration for 
young and old, rich and poor, ill-cducated and wise ; and a lover of the simple things of life. 

In the green mansions where his soul lives there will be the blended notes of а myriad birds, 
simple good men, women and children, comely trees. He knew the flowers, and the cry and 
song of every English bird, gloricd in sunlit landscapes and tramped over moors and fells. 

He was a wise counscllor, giving his opinion unobtrusively and seeming unconscious of its 
worth. He sheltered everyone ; no trouble too much for him to take for others ; but it was 
well-nigh impossible to help him, he would not let you. This self-neglect and genuine modesty 
and fear of causing trouble remained with him to the end. When the cathedral at his funeral 
was full and overflowing with people I could imagine him saying in perplexity : “ My good 
people, why this . . . fuss?" It was a tribute to real value and of real loss. 

Once, he quoted during an initiation talk what might be his own epitaph : 


Souls that have toiled and wrought and thought with me, 
That ever with a frolic welcome took 

The thunder and the sunshine and opposed 

Free hearts, free forcheads. 


€ 
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LITTLE НАТСНЕТТ 


With summer and its attendant holidays upon us, this contributed sketch will be of particular interest 
to those members of Toc H and the L.A .H. who have not yet tried the delights of this Toc H Gueft-house 
in the New Forest. Those who wish to spend a week-end or fortnight there, perhaps with family as well, 
should write to the Warden, Mrs. Farley, Little Hatchett, near Beaulieu, Hampshire. 


SPED away from London on one of those all too few bright mornings which have thus far 
graced the spring of the year1931. Two hours later saw me passing under the medizval 
Bargate which bestrides the High Street of Southampton in so certain a fashion that the sight 
of a tramcar approaching its dark portal reminds one of the camel and the proverbial сус of a 
needle. 

At the Town Quay I embarked upon a tiny stcamer and was soon churning across Southamp- 
ton Water. Short as is the journey to Hythe there can be few in England to excced it in interest. 
One passes first the mammoth floating dock and then the famous docks of Southampton, in 
which at any time are to be seen the giants of the world’s mercantile marine, monster Cunarders 
and White Star liners, the white-hulled “Expresses of the C.P.R., stately “ Са е” liners, and 
the “ A ” ships of the Royal Mail Steam Packet Company, on which H.R.H. the Patron has 
recently returned from his South America journcyings. 

Arrived: at Hythe pier, a miniature train conveyed me shorewards, and then with 
pack on back I started my hike to Hatchett. Л pleasant journey this, through the green 
glades of the New Forest and across Beaulieu Heath, a large heath- and furze-covered expanse, 
fringed by forest trees. At pituresque Beaulicu, the Abbey Gate stands hard by the tiny quays 
which border the wide waters of the Beaulieu River. Here is a great mansion and the delightful 
quict of monastic cloister, flowers and ferns hanging from its ruined walls. The former Abbey 
refcétory now serves as the parish church and has much to show of interest. Ascending thc hill 
out of Beaulicu was hot work, but cool breezes blew across the wide moor above, and at Little 
Hatchett a welcome awaited the traveller. 

What canI say of Tubby’s old home at Little Hatchett, except that it is an ideal Guest House ? 
Before it, the clear, cold and deep waters of Hatchett Pond reflcét the moods of sun and sky. 
Beyond, purple heath gives way to Forest glen where the traveller may wander for hours in 
commune with Nature at her best. The New Forest in spring is a joy to behold, but let the 
wanderer be prepared for the vagarics of the woodland. During a rainy season the streams 
run in full spate and there arc large tra&s of boggy turf betwixt the walker and the inmost glades 
of the forest. For men, shorts and old boots are best suited to woodland hiking, while women 
often go stockingless. For the less intrepid, there are many lanes and paths through the woods, 
and past the delightful little hamlets whose cottages and sheds are not infrequently found with 
mud walls and thatched roofs. 

Little Hatchett cannot boast such modernities as gas or cleétricity, but there is an added 
atmosphere of peace in the soft light of oil lamps in comfy rooms or the Brobdignagian candle 
with which one retires for the night. In the spacious garden is the tiny two-roomed house 
which serves Tubby as a country mansion and also a hut not unconnected with darker days in 
Flanders. Caravans there are, too, and tennis courts for those whose delight is in rackets. 

Sorry was I to leave after so short a Stay, but the next morning found 
me afoot again on the delightful road to Brockenhurst, through woods aglow with the soft 
mist of bluebells and the golden sheen of countless primroses. At Brockenhurst one is in touch 
with the world again, for here is a railway station and buses east and west. Thus it was not long 
before smoky London received me into her midst again, but the memory of two happy days 


down Beaulieu way remains a happy possession. 
Т. A. B. 
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IN THE NEW FOREST РАТЕ XXI 


Donn in the Forest ЯШ I see 
The lovely flower of courtesy : 
Ву Hatchett Pond it grows full fair 
And many a pilgrim finds it there, 
With kindly friendship, right good cheer— 
And ob! the Matchett ginger-beer. 
H. C NE 


ABOVE: The Guest-house at Little Hatchett, and a New Forest view. 
BrrLow : The Refectory and the Cloisters at Beaulieu Abbey. (See opposite.) 
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THE GREAT FESTIVAL, JUNE 6-7 


HEN the assembled Councillors in April, тозо, passed the resolution “ that the Central 
Council approves of the annual Festival being held in the future in the month of May 

in London, the next Festival to be held in 1931,” they had given the subject much discussion, 
and were fully aware that they were embarking on an experiment. December, which had seen 
the opening of Talbot House in 1915, had for ten years been the time-honoured “ Birthday 
Festival " month, and the change to summer was not undertaken lightly or without cause. It 
was known that a Festival so near the Christmas rush was most difficult, often impossible, for 
many members engaged in business and trade. It was thought that the Albert Hall, filled on 
two successive nights in 1929, would no longer suffice to hold the Family and its friends. It 
was hoped that some place could be found, in part out of doors at the time of year when (with 
luck) London is loveliest, where members could meet and mingle more freely than in the Albert 
Hall. Olympia was mooted, but proved too small: May was intended, but our Patron’s best 
date was the first week-end in June. Finally, after much searching of hearts and sites, the 
Crystal Palace was chosen. ‘This vast greenhouse, still smelling of the faded festivities of 1851, 
certainly has its pros and cons. Its huge open-air terrace is without doubt a < pro”; its Structure 
of outsize “ Meccano ” and glazed acreage, though impressive by sheer enormity, has distin& 
“сопу?” — It Still remains to be decided whether, on the whole, the experiment has proved the best 


possible. But atall events no one who was present will deny that the Crystal Palace housed a 
very memorable Festival. 


The afternoon of Friday, June 5, dissolved in thunder and torrents of rain; the evening 
was windy and chill. But the pessimists were cheated after all, for they awoke on Saturday 
to gentle airs and a promise of sunshine which was fulfilled to the last gleam. At 2 p.m. the 
turnstiles of the Palace began to turn for the earliest visitors. At first they wandered in tiny twos 
and threes under the vast shining roof, shaking the plaster hands of Victorian nymphs, feeding the 
cockatoos and losing pence in the slot machines. Very soon the numbers swelled until it was 
clear that the blue-blazer brigade had captured the place against all obstacles of size and distance. 
The assembly halls for Lamps and Banners became a&ivc, the corners and corridors were loud 
with grectings. But, best of all, the Terrace and its wide tiers of steps, holding an entrancing 
view of the Surrey hills beyond the lawns and cedars of the Palace grounds, began to be 
thronged with thousands of members of Тос Н and L.W.H., coming and going. At 3.30, our 
old friends, the bandsmen of the Welsh Guards, under Captain Harris, who loves а Toc H 
crowd, began to play in the central bandstand. Тһе sight from the balconies of the Palace 
itself of this ceaselessly moving throng round the pivot of scarlet and gold іп the centre of the 
Terrace was fascinating—a great ant-heap of happy humanity. For a further hour, without 
let or hindrance, members lost and found their friends in the sunshine with a freedom which 
no Guest-night could excel and which none has cver equalled for numbers. 


xx Аһ Act of Thankfulness А 


At 4.30 the tide flowcd strongly up the steps again and into the “ Central Transept.” Mr. 
Hedgcock, the Crystal Palace organist, was a tiny figure in the organ seat, throned in the centre 
of the orchestra tiers, which alone hold nearly 3,000 people. Не touched the stops to great 
purpose, breaking off to allow George Brockless, our Toc H conduétor, to hold a short choir 
praétice with the help of the loud-speakers, Again and again he put his huge “ choir "—now 
in unison, now women only, and now men—through a new hymn, surely one of the gifts of 
this Festival to all Toc H, the “ Song of the Builders," which was to be heard—and sung by all 
—later inthe evening. Ағ% o'clock precisely the robed procession of Association padres, looking 
tiny from the back of the hall, mounted the platform, and the “Act of Thban&fulness?" began. 
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This was the first time for many years that the whole congregation for a Festival Thanks- 
giving was able to be all together in one place. Westminster Abbey accommodates 2,000 
with a tight fit, and the residue have had to worship with its congregation in spirit, but not in 
body, distributed among two orthree other churches. This united service of over 8,000 men and 
women could, by sheer weight, scarcely fail to be greatly stirring. Тһе disadvantages were по 
less obvious. The white-painted steel skeleton of the Palace and its garish light аге no match 
for the soaring Stone piers and historic shadows of the Abbey. If the setting was that of a dog 
show, the spirit of joyful worship quite overwhelmed it for most of those present. The 
service was simpler and, in the common sense, more “ liturgical,” than many of our festal orders. 
Tubby stood behind the piled drums of the 13th London Regiment on the platform, and his 
natural voice (he scorned the loud-speaker) reached most of the congregation with ringing 
clearness. On either side of him were ranked the Association padres—Anglican white surplice 
varied by Free Church black Geneva gown and Owen Watkins’ scarlet cassock. Behind him 
the Guards’ Band provided the accompaniment to hymns and Te Deum; and on the tiers 
above him the lines of blue blazers and grey trousers were broken by a belt of white—the ladies 
of the choir. There was not room for the congregation to kneel between the close rows of 
chairs, and as the afternoon sun beat down upon the glass roof, shaded though it was byan 
awning, a few of the congregation dropped out here and there. — But, all in all, it was made 
deeply impressive by the whole-hearted sincerity of the largest congregation we had ever scen. 


There was this time no procession of banners, wonderful to sce and ponder over, but grown 
nowadays unwieldy in its numbers. At the heart of the service, however, was rctained the 
simple ceremony of bestowing the crosses of Unknown Soldiers upon the representatives of 
Branches which have chapels of their own in which to guard them. It was preceded by a prayer 
which a schoolmaster visiting the Old House at Poperinghe last Easter had been moved to write 
—“ O Christ, Who suffered death upon the Cross, lead us to the lesser calvaries of Flanders, 
where our Elder Brethren fell asleep and rest in Thee . . .”?; and by а woman's voice singing 
slowly into the ensuing stillness, “ They compel one passing by, Simon of Cyrene, coming 
from the country, the father of Alexander and Rufus, to go with them, that he might bear His 
Cross" And now General Sir Charles (“ Tim ”) Harington stood upon the platform, taking 
reverently from Tubby's hands one cross after another—the weather-worn grave crosses from 
the cemeteries of the Salient—and handing them to the members who came forward one by 
one to receive them. То each man he spoke a short and solemn charge, which was not over- 
heard by the silent and motionless standing congregation. As the last recipient marched, slowly 
away, bearing his cross, the clear Voice sang again: “ Jesus said unto His disciples, ‘If any шап 
would come after Me, let him deny himself, and take up his cross, and follow Ме’ The 
tension was broken by ТаҺЬу% loud “ Lift up your hearts!" A glad Te Deum followed. 


For the only time in the service the people sat down, while Lord Wakefield, with fine, deliberate 
emphasis, read the Lesson—the passage from the Book of Ezra (iii, 11), familiar from former 
Festivals, in which the mingled rejoicing and weeping over the foundation of the new House of 
God is шайса graphic pi€&ure. Two Festival hymns from Tubby's hand, now known the world 
over, a few prayers, and the Grace; then the great, rolling hymn, “ Praise to the Lord, the 
Almighty, the King of Creation," sounded gloriously. Last of all, a new Doxology, to the 
splendid old tune of ** Ye watchers and ye holy ones " :— 

Through north and south and east and west 

May God's immortal name be blest ; 
Alleluya, alleluya ! 

Till everywhere beneath the sun 


1115 Kingdom comes, His will is done: 
Alleluya, alleluya, alleluya, alleluya, alleluya! 


Our Festival service was done. It had been “ап A& of Thankfulness ” indeed. 
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Food and Fellowship 


The Thanksgiving Service over, the tea question became an urgent one, and as the vast con- 
gregation streamed out to “ Nave" and Terrace, an almost universal fumbling in pockets for 
tickets of thc appropriate colour bccame noticeable. 


Тһе plutocratic holders of purple, yellow, red, blue, green and white tickets thronged as 
many different restaurants within the Palace, and their tea was as high as the price gave them a 
right to expect. From their great height they were able to look down through the glass walls 
at the fun and friendliness of the meal provided, at half the cost, for the “ Pink 'Uns " on the 
Terrace below. The “ High Tea ” was substantial support to those who had travelled far and 
a jolly social event ; the “ Picnic Meal," a mere snack for the Londoners, was jollier still. The 
manner of it could not have been simpler ог more effective. Any feeling of despair inspired 
by the sight of the long queues forming outside the various entrances to the Terrace Café was 
soon dispelled on noticing the speed with which they vanished into its maw. Like the last 
straggling ends of spaghetti into the mouth of an untidy eater, all the picknickers were soon 
sucked inside, and passing quickly between long trestle tables were issued with their ration of a 
bottle of “ lemon "' or “ ginger " and a mystery parcel, insecurely tied with string, which they 
bore triumphantly to the Terrace again. 


On the grassy slope overlooking the Terrace gardens, with the map of Surrey spread out 
beyond, hundreds of family parties were soon happily engaged in eating, drinking and back- 
chat—the three most popular pastimes of the British racc. The sun shone, corks popped, 
cameras clicked as innumerable souvenir snaps were taken, shouts of greeting were exchanged 
as rarely-seen friends were recognised, and above all the cheery babel came the sputter and roar 
of the dirt-track riders to remind us of the futility of all rapid progress unless to some worth- 
while goal. 


R.N.V.R.: An Interlude 


About half-past six the heart-stirring sound of a band was heard in the distance and the stone 
balustrade was soon lined with “ Jacks and Jills " straining their eyes to catch a first glimpse of 
the approaching R.N.V.R. detachment, and crowds began to assemble at all vantage points to 
be sure of obtaining a good view of the Unveiling 
Ceremony to be performed by our Patron at 
7 o'clock. 'The big blue Toc H flag, blazoned 
with the Arms of Ypres, was hauled down by 
a bluc-jacket signalman, and the White Ensign 
run up instead. For three-quarters of an hour 
the Royal Naval Volunteers held the stage—or, 
rather, the “Old Quarter Deck" of H.M.S. 
Victory WI, as the Crystal Palace was known in 
the war. In this place, transformed ‘for 
duration” into a Naval Depót, over 125,000 
reservists were trained for the Royal Navy ; from Siem ГЕП Torr 
it they went out to distinguished service on 
every battle-front. It was, therefore, natural 
that they should find this Terrace, the Quarter Deck of a battleship that never went to sea, the 
most fitting place for some token of a great chapter in their history, and no less natural that 
they should wish the Prince of Wales to unveil it. His visit to the Palace for our Festival 
presented an opportunity, and a most amicable arrangement to fit the ceremony in with the 
Тос Н programme was made. The Memorial Trophy took the form of a ship’s bell, mounted 
between bronze dolphins on a carved teak table and protected by a roof. 
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A guard of honour in naval uniform and the main body of R.N.V.R. men in’ mufti were 
drawn up, while the Navy band played in the sun. "There was a first cheer and the Prince 
appeared at the top of the Steps of the Palace and went down the long flights, crowded with 
Toc H members and others, to the Terrace below ; at one corner he was confronted by a gay 
flower-bed of Тос Н and L.W.H. dressed in stage costumes for their work later in the day. 
Jnspe&ion of the guard, a short spcech, а dedicatory prayer by the R.N.V.R. chaplain, hand- 
shakes and a final rolling burst of cheers—and it was all over. 


The Evening Programme 


The huge Central Transept began soon to fillagain. Capt. Harris, with his red-coated bands- 
men, took their places in a side gallery above the stage; and very soon the gathering audience 
was tackling “a bunch of songs "—old favourites like Payneham and Loch Lomond. Mean- 
while, behind the scenes, the staff of Toc H, padre and lay, was enjoying an informally formal 
presentation by Tubby to the Patron. 


On the stroke of 8.15 the Welsh Guards struck up the Daoge's March and the long procession 
of Lamps, Rushlights and Banners, in all 900 men, moved slowly across the hall, simultaneously 
in two files from north and south, and mounted the two flights of steps to the platform and the 
Феср tiers of the orchestra. They marched in perfeét time, and the filling of the wide semi- 
circular sweep with the moving colour of banners and long ranks of men was a very beautiful 
sight from a point of vantage like the top gallery. As the end of the long procession was at last 
inside the hall, there was a burst of cheering from the back which spread rapidly from end to 
end: it betokened the Ға that the Prince of Wales had entered and was following the pro- 
cession on to the Stage. As he reached it and turned about, his great audience sang the 
National Anthem with a will, cheered again, and sat down expectantly to hear his speech. 


The Prince of Wales’ Speech 
In his clear, familiar voice he began :— 


** Tt is almost a year and a half since the last gathering which I attended in the Albert Hall, 
and since then the keeping of the Birthday Festival has been handed over to the Areas in which 
Toc H at home is now divided. This process of decentralisation is now all but completed, 
with one most satisfactory result, that the Areas are strenuously tackling the problem of raising 
their own funds. Toc H has now a widespread responsibility, resting at last on local leadership 
discovered among its local membership. This is a great accomplishment, and home-rule for 
the Areas, as this gathering shows, has been achieved without any loss of the united spirit. 


“ To-night is no occasion for an annual report of the work you have done or of the progress 
achieved. Iwill only make the briefest mention of one or two points. We have to acknowledge 
with gratitude the help that Lord Wakefield gave towards the reopening of Talbot House in 
Poperinghe. This is a very far-reaching fact. That Old House has become history and still 
has a work to do in uniting men and sending them back determined to play their part more 
earnestly. There has been progress in the London Houses, a new House in Derby, and two 
more to follow in Leeds and Liverpool. The Leeds House is the completion of Lord Brotherton’s 
generous gift to Yorkshire. The Liverpool House, in which Gladstone was born, has been 
given by Mr. Henry Gladstone in memory of his father. 


“ As regards jobs, two which Toc H is attempting are in an interesting Stage. For many years 
a Hostel has been run in Southampton for sea-going boys; many of them are homeless when 
they come ashore. This work has proved itself, and has far outgrown the small premises 
hitherto available. A new site has been generously provided, and a substantial part of the cost 
of a new hostel. Тос H felt bound to go ahead and give orders for the new building to begin, 
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but to complete it £5,000 is nceded—not for Toc Н, but for the boys whom Тос H is trying 
to serve, "The other job is the boys’ clubs in the mining district of Durham, where 'Toc H has 
for some time past run the camps for pit boys provided for by the Lord Mayor's Fund. I can 
tell you from my experience last summer when I visited one in Seaton Carew that these camps 
are extremely well run. I was very satisfied, and I know the boys are deriving both mental 
and physical advantage from this camp. The Pilgrim Trust has given £5,000 for this purpose, 
and I am sure that the Northern Area will administer this grant іп a way worthy of the Trust’s 
generosity, and will start these clubs based on the spirit of fellowship and service. 


“ I would like to say a word about overseas. As you know, I have lately returned from a 
three months’ visit to South America, and although I was not able to visit all the Branches of 
Toc H, I met a great number of their members and know from other people outside Toc H 
what fine work they are doing for a lot of young fellows from this country who go out there 
and do not quite know what to do with themselves when they have finished their day’s work, 
or when they happen, for some unfortunate reason, to get out of a job. I understand that I 
am going to light two more Lamps to-night for South America. І also relit a Lamp in South 
America.* It was in Rio during the revolution last year. The premises in which Toc Н used 
to meet were in a Government building. This was attacked and the Toc H lamp disappeared 
with a great many other things. However, they did manage to find the plate and one or two 
small parts of the original Lamp. ‘These the chairman of the Branch wanted to present to me, 
but I suggested that they should put the original plate on top of the new Lamp and have a special 
plate made to say that this Lamp was relit in Rio. It is, of course, right that Toc H overseas 
should do what it can to pay for the Staff that it needs. In some places abroad this is already 
an accomplished fact, but there are difficulties in putting it forward. А whole-time staff must 
come first before the funds are raised locally. There is great need for a fund to provide whole- 
time staffs overseas until the local Areas become strong enough to build up their own finances. 


“ Now a word as to the future. Every one knows that the times are difficult and every one 
hopes that something can be done. Тһе big main issue is to get people to realise that they must 
do that something. There is an Eastern proverb that runs something like this : * If every man 
would sweep his own doorstep the city would soon be clean. We must all pull our weight. 
It is no good sitting with folded hands waiting for things to get better. Nothing short of a 
team spirit can help us to meet our present problems with success. Тос H can play its part if 
it is not content just to remain another big society. It is, or ought to be, an influence in its 
own sphere and beyond its membership for stimulating slackness into energy, making those 
with whom it comes into contact larger-minded, more alert, and more understanding towards 
the public problems of the country. If it works on the right lines it can manufacture character, 
the greatest of our exports, one without which we cannot get ahead. The way is not easy, 
but there were never greater opportunities for service, and as I light these new Lamps to-night 
I shall hope that what they stand for will be steadfastly maintained." 


Tubby’s Thanks to H.R.H. 


As the applause subsided, Tubby stepped forward and it was renewed. Tubby then said :— 
“ Sir, we are assembled for the first time to-night in a gigantic cucumber frame. I do not feel 
as cool as a cucumber is supposed to do ; but that may be because I am Standing up to try and 
do something which only Lord Forster or Lord Plumer could do for us ат Мо one wishes 
I should make a speech ; but everyone wants to thank you. Under these circumstances the 
English mind is always trying to find a proverb in which to express its feelings. Тһе only 
obvious proverb for this place is that * those who live in glass houses should not throw stones ° | 
* See Plate xxviii for the picture taken on this occasion. 
1 To everyone's sincere regret both Lord Forster and Lord Plumer were on the sick list. 
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“This does not seem to fit. Yet in а sense it does ; because if the war taught us anything, 
it was that it is easy to destroy what it takes long to build. Destruction is miraculously quick ; 
construction is deliberately slow, if the thing is worth constructing. Апа the сһата ег of a 
man, or of a Movement, cannot be run up like a skyscraper. Тос H has grown with terrible 
rapidity ; it therefore has its weaknesses. Where it has had to struggle most it is strongest ; 
where it is Struggling still, it willbe strong. You will recall ——you were a Foundation Member— 
its earliest days, when so much was destroyed. But the House lived on and you became its 
Patron (loud cheers). That was, if I may say so, а most audacious aét, for, though I have 
never told you this before, I was then still visiting the pawn shop on behalf of Тос H 
(laughter and cheers). 

“ There is an older proverb which says ‘ Thanks pay no debts,’ and when to-night we thank 
you, none of us can feel that we have done enough. As we all go about our jobs, and find 
them sometimes rather difficult, we don’t forget the job you’ve got to do, nor yet the way you 
do it. (Cheers.) Our jobs have this in common: great or small, you and the humblest 
member of Toc H are trying to mend things. Toc H was born when it seemed that the whole 
world was given over to destruction. The whole world now wants mending. This is the 
reason why Тос H tries to be Christian. True Christianity exists for reconstruction : * He came 
not to destroy, but to fulfil!" Tubby then called for three cheers for the Patron, which were 
given with a will. 


Lamp-Lighting 

The Prince then took his seat ; the familiar pedestal, with the Arms of Ypres and Poperinghe 
upon it, was placed in front of him and the silver Prince's Lamp from its jewelled casket in АП 
Hallows was brought up by “ the Gen " (Pte. Arthur Pettifer, M.M., The Buffs), according to 
time-honoured custom, and placed, lighted, upon it. The escort of the Prince’s Lamp this time 
was composed of the Assistant Lamp-lighters, a most representative body of ex-Service and other 
members, old and young—Corpl. J. Bennett, Horace Flower, Viscount Goschen, General Sir 
Charles Harington, J. E. Jones, George Marlborough, Dr. C. J. Magrath, John Ray, Major H. 
Shiner and Lord Wakefield. Lighting their tapers from the Prince’s flame they passed the light 
from Lamp to Lamp along the waiting rows, and in the Summer dusk the points of golden fire 
sprang up one by one until the perfc& round was made. When one remembered the compa& 
body of men which, in some place in these islands or overseas, stood behind each Lamp and 
Rushlight to maintain its flame in service, it was indeed a stirring sight to watch Toc H grow 
thus, as it were, from tiny beginnings before one's eyes: one single flame was multiplied 450 
times until the whole gloomy apse of the Crystal Palace was alive and aglow with light. Апа 
even then but half the story was told us, For the units of Toc H at the date of the Festival 
numbered over 800—570 at home and 233 overseas. The Lights of London alone are nearly 
treble those of all Toc H nine years ago when the first lighting took place. 


The New Branches 

Meanwhile, as the Lamp-lighting proceeded without pause behind and above the seated Patron, 
the Lamps of new Branches were advancing, two by two, with their Banners, up the hall to be lit 
by him for the first time. And this, too, was a most Stately and beautiful sight. Ав one pair of 
Lamps reached the Stage, its attendant Banners wheeled about to face the great audience ада 
$tood until the Lamps, held by their kneeling bearers, were kindled by the Prince. Usually he 
spoke a few words to each or asked a question. Now it was a Sca Scout who knelt before him, 
now a blind man, now a member from far overseas. The bearers rose and retired to their 
appointed stations, and the next pair at once took their places. АП down the centre gangway, 
at perfectly regular intervals, the pairs of Lamps and Banners marched forward, halted, and 
marched on again in slow Step, until the last was lit. This ceremony never grew wearisome, but 
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it took timc— for no less than sixty-five Lamps, representing the promotions of Groups to Branch 
Status since the last Lamp-lighting in December, 1929, came forward to be 14,7% 

The Lights were now all kindled, the Banners shimmered wonderfully in steel-blue light 
thrown upon them from great arc-lights in the galleries. The Prince rose to his feet ; and at the 
same moment the whole audience, with a sound like a breaking wave, to theirs. ‘Tubby stepped 
forward and gave the word “ Light !”’ Instantly the beams of the arc-lamps died out, the last 
of the house lights in the hall was extinguished. The words of Rememberance rang out— 
“ With proud thanksgiving . . ." : nine thousand voices as one gave the response: “ We will 


remember them." Silence fell over the bowed heads in the dim hall, all the deeper because оп 
every side the distant traffic of the busy world outside could be heard, a low unceasing rumble of 
sound. Then the Words of Dedication—“ Let your light so shine . . .’’; and its response 


from every lip and heart: “ And glorify our Father which is in Heaven.” 

Some present can remember many Festival ceremonies of “ Light "——from the very earliest 
in the London Guildhall in 1922. - None has been more perfectly performed or more stirring to 
the understanding mind than the ceremony of 1931. 

There was a pause, all still standing, and then the Prince came down the steps and began to go 
out by the central gangway. This was the signal for a tumult of cheers and a general movement 
of the audience towards the centre to give him thanks and God-speed. 

The Interval then began, enlivened by the arrival and playing of а new band—the Royal 
Artillery String Orchestra. Captain Stretton, one of the most distinguished Army musicians 
in Europe, conducted his splendid team of players in the Rosamund overture. That was not all 
his service to us, for һе had helped generously to train his men for the task which was to occupy 
them for the rest of the evening. 


“The Thorn of Avalon” 


The interval спаса ; the great audience settled down again ; the house-lights gave place to a 
flood of blue “ moonlight " concentrated on the stage. And now George Brockless raised his 
baton to take his fine choir and orchestra into the opening passages of the Festival opera. This 
is no place to dilate on the months of preparation which culminated in this moment. In all, over 
800 people were concerned in bringing it about—the voluntary choir of 450 voices, the orchestra 
of 85 skilled players, the cast of 250 amateur actors and actresses ; behind the scenes, the unob- 
trusive little team of Toc Н stage-hands, flitting about silently in engineer’s overalls, and the 
L.W.H. attendants in the dressing-rooms ; still further behind the scenes for many weeks past 
the band of L.W.H. dressmakers, the scene-painters and carpenters, the composer, producer, 
author, music-copyist and printer. Difficulties were great, for the Crystal Palace is most ill- 
suited to the staging of a play and сусп the current for stage-lighting had to be manufactured on 
a lorry in the grounds and carried a great distance by cable. But from first to last whatever 
may be the verdi& of spectators on the result—the wholly delightful feature of this strenuous 
effort was the unfailing *'team-spirit" of everyone concerned. It gave the lie dire& to the 
tradition that producing an opera is onc of the most quarrelsome businesses on earth ! 

Opinion will be much divided as to the point of Toc H attempting anything of the kind. 
Yet some of us, bclieving that the field of Toc H service touches both worlds and every side of 


“ The new Branches (in order of promotion) were: Abington, Chelsfield, Ixopo (Rhodesia), Sao Paolo 
(Brazil, Dock House (Southampton Sea-going Boys), Dovercourt, Rowditch, Ramsbottom, Leytonstone, 
Falmouth, Finchley, Golders Green, Muswell Hill, Rayleigh, Adelaide (S. Africa), Barry, Cradock (S. 
Africa), Guernsey, Ladysmith (Natal), Malvern (Natal), Oakengates, Salisbury (Rhodesia), Victoria (British 
Columbia), Park Street and Frogmore, Alfreton, Keighley, Kimberley (S. Africa), Swansea, Tiverton, 
Uttoxeter, Levenshulme, Crewkerne, Kampala (Uganda), Morriston, Peterborough, Santiago (Chile), 
Walsall, Hertford, Broken Hill (Rhodesia), Loverna (Canada), Moseley, Neath, Swanage, Willenhall, 
Kidderminster, Lye, Worcester, Brussels (Belgium), Hamilton, Sherborne, Skipton, Hackney, Harlesden, 
New Barnet, Palmers Green, East Ham, Buckhurst Hill, Romford, Sydenham, Carshalton, Consett, 
Sunderland, North Shields, Basingstoke, Newport and Carisbrooke (Isle of Wight). 
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life, are convinced that, among its manifold activities, it must seek steadily to serve the cause of 
creative beauty with every instrument given to men— music, colour, the spoken and written 
word. On occasion its duty may be to give imagination full rein, to show men that the world of 
“make-believe ’’ is more real and more enduring than the practical concerns of catching trains 
and earning wages. “ Where there is no vision the people perish.” 

The story of The Thorn of Avalon was made familiar to readers of the Jounwar іп the February 
and March numbers. It comes from strange and far-off times but it is not “ high-brow "— 
unless indeed one counts faith and guilty love and forgiveness and doubting hearts comforted 
as highbrow things. "These happenings belong no less to our own days than to legend and 
history. It is the manner of their presentation which does, or does not, count. And the simple 
verses of the opera’s libretto were lifted up into abiding beauty by Martin Shaw’s composition : 
he has made a real enrichment of English music which will endure.* 

To attempt to paint in prose all that was said in most beautiful sound, in colour and the move- 
ment of living men and women, would be tedious indeed for reader as for writer. Some out- 
standing moments may be singled out for a brief picture. 

Act I.: Moonlight floods the deserted shore of the Isle of Avalon ; from the strings and wind- 
instruments of the orchestra comes the washing of the sea. The high-prowed boat which brings 
the Gospel to heathen Britain comes slowly out of the darkness, half its crew wading and 
shoving, the steersman at the tiller waving them on, the Gospel-bearer himself seated before 
the mast. The brown sail, with its emblem of the Cross, rattles down, to the joyful chanty of 
the sailors, апа Joseph of Arimathea, white-bearded and bowed, steps ashore with the aid of his 
hawthorn Staff. Standing in his rich robes of crimson and blue, he raises the Staff as he sings 
asong of deliverance, then plunges it into the ground, and immediately green leaves and white 
blossom spring from its tip. His Eleven companions, the rough sailormen, fall on their knees 
in adoration. As the chorus swells up, “ О wondrous sight! God's holy name be praised," 
the angel voices are heard breaking in above them “ Gloria, gloria in excelsis Deo !”’ Led by the 
Archangel Gabriel himself they climb slowly up the steep hill of the orchestra steps to build the 
first church of Glastonbury, to the triumphant song “ We are the builders : God hath chosen 
us! Out of the waters He hath taken us, out of all perils, into His Kingdom” 

А IT. : Again it is Christmas night, many centuries later. The sca has receded from Avalon’s 
hill, the Staff of Joseph has grown into an ancient tree which stands in full blossom—the Christ- 
mas miracle of the Glastonbury Thorn. Old Bedivere, King Arthur’s friend, with lantern 
burning, guards the Thorn and sings his midnight hymn. A pale shade appears high above 


* The Thorn of Avalon : an opera in three acts. Libretto by Barclay Baron, 
music by Martin Shaw. Published by the Oxford University Press. Price 3s. 


* Gyr fancelot-.. B 
i Fave mercy eno, on те) 
Ei 5 


the stage in the orchestra entrance, and King Arthur, unresting in his grave at Glastonbury, 

comes slowly down to the stage. His face is deathly pale : his chain mail is all grey and silver, 

his surcoat of phantom white: only the naked blade of Excalibur and the pale jewels in his 

crown give back a gleam in the moon’s light. While Bediverc is seeking to comfort his King’s 

ВЕ over the damnation of his Queen and Lancelot, her guilty lover, another music begins to 
reak in. 

“Behold them come!" The great audience stirs and turns in its seats as the head of a long 
procession appears at the back of the hall, bearing the dead Queen Guinevere to her last rest. 
Their march is immensely ponderous and slow, in perfect rhythm with the music. Led by an 
old priest in emerald green vestments, holding aloft a cross, the brown-cowled Franciscan 
brothers, with tall, flickering candles in their hands, chant as they march the tremendous Fran- 
ciscan hymn of Thomas of Celano—Dies Irae: “ Day of wrath and doom impending." Behind 
them rides a knight in chain mail: his crimson surcoat is blazoned with golden lions and he 
holds on the scarlet shaft of his long lance the banner of England with its lions and French 
lilies. He is mounted on a magnificent black horse, covered almost to the ground with a horse- 
cloth of crimson and gold, and he controls its restless pride superbly—though the spectators 
scated nearest the gangway had some moments of misgiving. Other knights on foot, gorgeously 
dressed, carry their own banners behind. And then comes Lancelot, woc-begone and solitary, 
no longer the proudest knight in Christendom but a penitent in sackcloth. Ав he marches he 
throws up his arms once, twice and again with the cry, “ Lord have mercy! Christ, have mercy ! 
Have mercy, Lord, on mc!" 

Immediately behind the penitent lover the dead Qucen’s bier is borne upon the shoulders of 
four tall knights ; four more carry the poles of the crimson and gold canopy, embroidered with 
golden lilies and surmounted by a great jewelled crown, which covers the bier. The white 
Queen herself lies with folded hands under а long pall of shimmering gold, her head pillowed оп 
an emerald silk cushion ; pages in green and gold march alongside to hold the pall. This group, 
closely knit, swinging slowly forward, was accompanied all the way up the hall to the stage by 
beams of blazing white light from above—a marvellous picture in gold and crimson, the glint of 
the knight’s mail and their orange, green and purple surcoats, the clear-cut profile of the Queen 
in the midst. 

A long train followed the bier. First the nuns of Amesbury (where Guinevere at the last was 
Abbess), in robes of white and grey, lighted candles in their hands and the banner of Mary 
Magdalene, the penitent, going before. Next, more knights on foot, and with them a second 
mounted knight, this time with surcoat of blue “ sown "' with golden “ martlets,’’ the swallows 
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repeated again upon his banner round a golden cross, which form the Arms of Edward thc 
Confessor as they appear on the flag of Westminster Abbey. ‘The great black horse is clothed 
іп a sweeping robe of green and gold. And now comes the civilian crowd, men and women in 
pairs and groups, in the brilliant robes of the Middle Ages, many with lighted candles in their 
hands. The procession is closed by а squad of soldiers in rusty chain mail, steel casques and 
leather jackets, with spears sloped on their shoulders. But others have fallen in by the wayside— 
a pathetic little bunch of beggars straggling behind, barefoot and clothed in rags, some blind, 
some limping on crutches, following the great Qucen. 

Such was the procession which wound along in slow march between the seated audience, to 
the deep chanting of the monks, the answering lamentation of the chorus in the orchestra, the 
broken cries of Lancelot. Arriving at last at the foot of the platform the crimson canopy stands 
fast, the bier in a white radiance of light is carried from under it up the flights of steps and laid 
at the foot of the blossoming thorn. Lancelot falls at Arthur’s feet and receives human 
forgiveness, while Bedivere assures him of God’s mercy to come. Ав they turn to leave the 
Stage, the black horses, standing sentinel on the floor at either side, toss their heads, impatient 
to be on; the procession falls in again and slowly they pass out of the hall at the side while the 
music, with a new note of hope, rises up to a quicker march and then dies away into silence :— 


Pass on, great Queen, Take heart, sad Knight, 
And take thy rest: Thy sorrow cease : 
Though all unblest God shall increase 
Thy life hath been То thee His light, 
Thou hast thy rest. And give thee peace. 
Pass on, great Queen, Take heart, sad Knight, 
Pass on. Take heart. 


Act IIT. : In striking contrast. It is the moment before sunrise. Joseph of Arimathea and 
old Bedivere have come back in spirit to Жапа beneath the blossoming Thorn on May Morning. 
As they sing together the sun’s rays strike full upon the tree— 

See the sun hath burst his prison: 
Earth awakens, Christ is risen ! 

Immediately begins the jolly old English tune of the Furry Day Сағо/-“ Remember us, poor 
Mayers all... With a Holan-to, sing merry O, sing merry!’’ With bells in their hands and 
flowers in their hats, the women in the billowing flowered dresses, and the men in the wide- 
skirted coats and three-cornered hats of the 18th century, the crowd of May Day revellers 
streams up the gangway from the back of the hall and fall to jigging and halloing round the 
platform. Then, with a rush, comes a team of village girls to make a ring about the aged 
Thorn and dance the lovely old English “ Gathering Peascods," which іп its origin was a ritual 
dance in heathen times about the Sacred Tree in Spring. As they run inwards to clap their 
hands, the whole crowd claps too, with loud shouts of joy. 

The change of mood is swift and sudden. A sinister figure, allin black, creeps forward among 
the dancers, swings an axe and lays it to the foot of the tree. The music breaks into grim 
hammer strokes ; the Thorn sways and at last falls with a crash. The crowd, held for a moment 
with horror, now surge forward with execrations, but as the puritan, having done his worst to 
the “‘ superstitious ” tree, swings his axe wildlyat the crowd, they fall back, the women tugging at 
the coat-tails of their men-folk. 

The “immortals ” intervene in this confusion. The Archangel Gabriel and Joseph, Кіпр 
Arthur and Bedivere return to their old places beside the Thorn. The iconoclast is chidden 
and runs for his life down the hall, followed by the jeers of the crowd. And Joseph points the 
moral of the Thorn, planted in the first ай, enduring as a token of faith and forgiveness in the 
second, and assaulted in the third. “ The Staff that once I planted is laid low,” he sings, “ but 
cannot die: the Faith may suffer shame but shall not fail at last. Doubt not the promises of 
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God, nor His sure Will, but take ye again my Staff and set it up. And lo, God's power shall 
make it blossom new for ever." From the crowd, knceling now in reverent silence, a villager 
Stands up, stoops forward to break a bough from the fallen tree and drives it into the ground 
beside the shattered trunk: the Miracle is repeated, the bare Stem bursts on the instant into leaf 
and flower. 
As the final message comes from the jubilant chorus— 
O sing His praise that conquered Death, 
And build His walls, and plant His faith. 


Lift high your head, be strong your hand, 
Until God's city perfect stand— 


the crowd rises slowly to its fect and with arms raised on high break into the “ Song of the 
Builders," the magnificent tune of which will surely become а possession of Тос H for 
always :— 


We are the builders, See now His City 

God hath chartered us ; Rise with thankfulness: 
Sure with a strong hand Love its foundation, 
Hath Не holpen us. Joy its battlements. 
We are His workmen, God in the midst there 
Building His Kingdom. Throneth for ever. 


Whom the Lord helpeth 
He builds mightily ; 

All that he foundeth 
Stands eternally. 
Nought overthroweth. 
Faith everlasting. 


Family Prayers and the Blessing 


At the last verse the whole audience rose to its feet and joined in the singing with a great burst 
of sound. The applause which followed had not died down before the Archbishop of Canter- 
bury with Padre Alex Birkmire stood upon the platform. Alex in a fine clear voice, bade us, 
with this old story of the faith still in our minds, turn to Family Prayers. And at the end the 
Archbishop was moved by his first experience of a Toc H Festival to speak for a few minutes 
before dismissing the great audience with his blessing. 

Very soon the huge “ cucumber-frame ” of the Crystal Palace was empty of its guests, and its 
permanent population of white statues and Victorian ghosts took undisputed possession once 
more in the echoing courts and the thin darkness of a June night. 
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ТЪе Sunday of the Festival 


TUNE nights arc short, and it was not so many hours after the last party had ceased talking 

over the events and people of the long Saturday, that the first stood among the friendly 
and witty exhortations of All Hallows porch on the morning of Sunday. Yet somchow those 
few hours had brought a subtly changed atmosphere. It was with quiet, and a set though 
joyful purpose, that the early risers filled every corner of the church. And this purpose only 
deepened as the hours passed and the congregation of seven o'clock gave place to that of cight, 
and these again being no sooner come out, pew and aisle were on thc instant crowded again 
shoulder to shoulder with the newcomers of nine and ten. Between the hours, the whole 
width of Byward Street, gashed and barricaded by roadmenders, was filled from pavement to 
pavement with those who waited, talking and greeting old friends and new. It was one of 
these same roadmenders who said, pushing his cap back and scratching his head in perplexity, 
as he turned to his mate, “ Blimey, Bill, it looks as ’ow there's sumfin' fer nuffin’ going ’ere.” 
But that was not entirely true, for those to whom that something meant most were those who, 
during the eighteen months since they had last come all together there, had put most into the 
work and life of Toc H. 


Round About Tower Hill 


At St. Olave’s in Hart Street, known and loved by Pepys and Dickens, under the bare Norman 
arches of the Royal Chapel of St. John in the White Tower, where members belonging to the 
Church of Scotland met, and at Forty-Two, Trinity Square, where the Free Churches came 
together between newer walls but with a like spirit, there were the same scenes. 


Nobody can describe in printed words a service for which every guest to that House will hold 
an individual and special meaning. It would be impertinence to try. One can but give a 
blurred impression of many hundred knecling figures, of deep responses, of broad grey columns 
and the dimness of a high and quiet roof. Each member must fill in the rest from the sharp 
pi&ure їп his own memory. 


Breakfast to Lunch 


Breakfast at half a dozen near-by restaurants was gay enough for the brightest and crowded 
enough for the most companionable. Sausages laid a good foundation for the spontaneous 
visiting of the later morning, and if one member nearly suffered the historic fate of ancient 
Jewish criminals under a well-directed hail of breakfast rolls, others discussed over their coffee 
and marmalade every subject thinkable or unthinkable from China to Peru. 


At ten, two overworked omnibuses began their journeys round the Marks, and cars laden not 
wisely but too well with friends and strangers indifferently, groaned along the empty Sunday 
Streets to the landmarks of Toc Hin London. Headquarters and Trinity Square received their 
throngs of visitors from distant parts, anxious to locate the places of origin of the countless 
letters and suggestions under which they suffer or prosper. Marksmen at Fitzroy Square 
and Pembridge Gardens, at Hackney and Chelsea, at Kennington and Denmark Hill, were at 
home, and their homes on show, to their predecessors of past years as well as to many to whom 
this aspect of Тос H came as an unmet and striking novelty. 

At the same time, Dr. А. C. E. Jarvis, C.B., C.M.G., M.C., Chaplain-General to the Forces 
was preaching a great sermon to a great congregation which again filled All Hallows as churches 
are but rarely filled in these days. Near-by, too, another crowded service was being conducted 
by Padre Alan Colthurst, of Yorkshire, at St. Margaret Pattens in Bastcheap. So the morning 
passed and crowded lunch-time came and went. 
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AT THE CRYSTAL PALACE 


p 


THE SCENES ON THE ‘(TERRACE AND AT THE SERVICE 


PLATE XXIII 


PLATE. XXIV THE CQ:UR DE LION CHAPEL 


The Chapel of Richard Coeur de Lion at АП Hallows, the resting-place of the Prince's Lamp in its casket 
upon the right, and the frame of the Foster Memorial in the centre, as it was before the new East Window 
brought fresh colour and bcauty into it. 


ИШИЕБЕБЕН 


ІНІС OLD WINS WINDOW PLATE XXY 
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The new stained-glass window erected in the a de Li apel of ae Hallo pup is seen opposite, 
unveiled by Lord Irwin d ae :dicate di b Bishop Talbot on a Il. 
mn (See p. 263.) 


PLATE ХХУЇ 


ABOVE: The great crowd in the 
Agricultural Hall on the Sunday 
of the Festival—met for the 
Family Gathering and listening 
to Captain Rodney Scott. (Sec 
p. 255). 
RIGHT: Some of the Gathering 
at the doors of the Agricultural 
Hall. 


LEFT: А corner of the steps of 

the Crystal Palace during the 

sunny half-hour before the 
Thanksgiving Service. 


FAMILY GATHERING 


The Family Gathering 


The building which housed the Family Gathering of this year, now become one of the happiest 
and most intimate features of the Festival, was the Royal Agricultural Hall, near the “© Angel," at 
Islington Hill. А building so great is this, with the St. Pancras-like span of its glass and Steel roof, 
that the several thousand members who not too quietly gathered there between two and the 
half-hour, formed only an island in the middle of a wide sea of bare boards. But it was a very 
densely populated and happy island, and a welcome change from the almost too companionable 
pressure of previous years. Round about the edges of it members were able to wander at will, 
mecting and greeting more friends than they ever suspe&ed knowing at all. А platform rose 
out of the serricd waves of Toc Н and L.W.H. like Table Mountain above Cape Town, and the 
long galleries were lined with members almost to bursting-point. In the light of prominently 
displayed notices hung everywhere to the effe& that “ This Show is thoroughly disinfetied with 
Jeyes’ Fluid," the old phrase about Тос H being a human 200 took on a new and sinister meaning. 


It was soon time for Tubby to take the purely imaginary Chair, and this he most excellently 
but unconventionally did from a squatting position on the floor, having first removed certain 
unnecessary articles of clothing. First, there were the cables of good will to be read out by Padre 
Harry Ellison, Chief Overseas Commissioner. They came from the West—Victoria, B.C., and 
Washington, D.C., in North America, Antigua in the West Indies, and Argentina and Sao Paulo 
in South America; the Family in India and in Malaya, the Group at Simla-Delhi and the Branch 
at Colombo, sent grectings from the East, while the South was represented by good wishes from 
Australia and South America. Europe, too, had its place in the sheaf of cablegrams gathered 
from every corner of the world—from Hamburg and Berlin and Malta, and from H.M.S. 
Courageous somewhere on the high scas. Each far-away unit was cheered and remembered, 
nor was Uncle Harry, when he had made an end of them, allowed to get down without a bigger 
cheer than any before. 


The first Яаг in Tubby’s unrevealed and bursting programme was General Sir CHARLES 
Harincron, G.B.E., one of the oldest friends of Toc Н in Flanders, England 
and India. Не directly came from a friendly talk and comparison of old notes 
with Hans Arnheim, the founder of the Berlin Grope. Fifteen years ago both had known the 
same plans and places in Flanders, but from such widely differing points of view that only 
to-day was it possible to lay their remembrances one beside the other. His short talk was the 
direét appeal of a Christian soldier, and that it had found its mark was clearly shown by the 
applause when he finished, to take up a most unmilitary but attentive position under the piano 
for the rest of the evening. 


Next Captain Ropney Scorr, R.N., of H.M.S. Ramillies, put into spoken and inspiring words 
a message from the Silent Service. А sailor, he said, was not a strange animal dressed in curious 
trousers and continually occupied in shivering his timbers, but an ordinary and excellent fellow 
to whom Toc H could mean a very great deal both on sea and ashore. There were dangers 
and pitfalls for Toc H in the Navy, but they were there to be overcome or avoided as the case 
might be, and he brought to the Family Gathering a most hearty greeting from the movement 
on the high seas. 


Tubby’s Talk 
Tubby, after various consultations with H.Q., had intended to preach a regular sermon on 
the Toc H Prayer. When it came to the scratch, he postponed this until the evening service at 
All Hallows*, and fell back ona series of odd notes. At the behest of the Editor, he has since 
endeavoured to weave these notes into an approximate report for the JOURNAL. Не is, however, 


* We hope to capture the sermon for next month's JOURNAL, аз everyone who heard it would assuredly 
wish.—Eb. 
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conscious that this report is more grammatical than what he said. But those who listened оп 
Sunday will recognise, with renewed gratitude, what follows :— 

“ Before the sermon Starts the Vicar gives out notices. You mustn’t go to sleep before the 
Notices. It really isn't done, even in Roman Britain, where—we аге told—there was a deity 
called Nodens, Lord of the Land of Nod, whose worship was no doubt conduéted by those 
who closed their eyes in ecstasy. This sometimes happens now, but not before the Notices. 

The Vicar's notices are phrased felicitously, Неге are some sample phrasings :— 

“ The Preachers for next month will be found hanging in the Porch." 

**'The Archdeacon, who was to have presided on this platform, has fallen through.” 

“ A button was found in last week's offertory. The Choir will now sing the anthem My people, 
rend your hearts, and not your garments." 

Now for my new announcements. 


A— About Future Festivals 
No one knows what to do. We have therefore appointed a sub-Committee, with full 
permission to sit and think, and to read your letters. Two leaders of the sub-Committee are 
Fred Bain and David Boyle ; both of whom have urged me not to anticipate the verdict, Неге 
is the thing in xhyme :— 
David Boyle's on the job 
With the help of Fred Bain : 
You can wager your nob 
They will work might and main. 
So write them your prattle, 
They'll patiently probe. 
There were Bains on Job’s cattle 
There were Boyles on old Job. 


By the way, have you noticed that our favourite word ©“ job’? is the same word as “ Job” ? 
That is the book that tells you to be patient. But don’t confuse Job and Jonah; the moral 
of Jonah is two fold :— 

(а) You can't keep a good man down. 
(b) Prophets sometimes speak the truth, when they are well out of Wales. 

No more nonsensc. А word in all seriousness about the Festivals, their number must be 
rationed, Even in this small island, so small that Mark Twain said he was always frightened 
of going out in the dark and falling over the edge of England, distances can defeat us. The North 
is leanly represented here. Its noise exceeds its numbers. I half suspe& that the central Festival 
will have to be more rare, or to move round. We must anyhow have morc time for work and 
give less time to Triumphs. 

Now as to the future, between Festivals. What of Toc H in this next year ahead of us 2 What 
should be its main objective? What the new methods? What rests within our armoury 
unused ? I would suggest these points. 

Toc Н is Travellers’ joy. Two years ago I pleaded for a special effort towards the comfort 
of the transport workers. This plainly did not fall on deaf ears, for a good deal of correspond- 
ence followed, both in the Manchester Guardian and more privately. Anything further was 
impossible, and now the transport workers on the roads are doing their best by means of a 
limited liability company to solve the problems of their life and circumstances, which should 
have been the care of all the churches. 

I would suggest to-day that Toc H should turn its unbounded energies, and ta& and wisdom, 
too, into the brightening of the waiting-rooms upon the local railway stations throughout the 
kingdom. I do not think the railway authorities would resent this offer as an intrusion; and 
I am quite certain that the poorer public who Still travel, especially in the autumn and winter, 
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Бу train, would be most grateful to a Movement which turned these grim and ghastly waiting- 
rooms into warm, cosy places, with flowers and books and pictures, and а member, where 
possible, on duty during the times when the rooms were most in use. Toc Н has done so much 
for travellers already by means of its Marks and Overseas Commissioners, and constant welcome 
everywhere to Strangers, that it may well proceed to try to serve the wider public need as best 
it can. 


C—An Enriched Vocabulary 


Since Toc H has no obligatory uniform, it will do well, I think, to have a form of language 
of its own. By this I mean that words and phrases, while they cannot create a family, have a 
certain power of augmenting the family sense of unity. The English language is like other 
English institutions, too large to be intolerant of harmless innovations ; therefore invent your 
words when they are necded ; they may, or may not, find their way long hence into a dictionary. 

Perhaps you would like a few concrete suggestions about this language question. None of 
these are new words. They arc all taken from the language which grew up in wartime in 
Flanders. It is a pity they should disappear. 

А bed was then а “Кір.” 

Fags were called “ brads," and sometimes “ coffin-nails." 

Tea was called “ char." 

А cruet was a “ band-stand "; and so on and so forth; while heaps of surnames had their 
rigid nickname closely attached to them. 

All Wilsons were called ** Тар”; all Taylors were called “ Buck "; all Hendersons were 
“ Grannie "; all Martins were “ Pincher ”; all Woods were ** Timber " ; Greens were “ Dodger” 
Greens ; Coxes were ** Nutty ” Cox ; Parsons were called “ Snip "; Walkers were called “Hooky.” 
But most of all, we need to find a new word for a “ Committee ”; and a new name for ©“ Асса”: 
—it suggests a dank, dark submerged space, for cooks and cats and thirsty constables. ` Let 
us improve our lingo іп Toc H in 1932. 


D—Home Life 


What can Toc H contribute to this tremendous problem. First study. Read the terrible 
indiétment of slums by that true friend of Toc H, my old chief, Cyril Garbett, Bishop of South- 
wark. But it’s not only housing. Home-ideals are perishing in well-off classes worst ; and if 
Toc H has any claim to be akin to first century Christianity, it must uphold domestic ideals. 
Homes are the pools which stream into the nation’s life. Pollute them, and the poison spreads. 
Purify them, and you have done most of all for God’s Kingdom in your country. 

Toc H can’t do much yet with homes outside its membership. But we can’t be a Family, 
unless our own homes are made real examples. We must prevent a contrast and a rivalry 
between the claims of these homes and those of Toc H. This is where the experiment, as yet 
confined to Toc Н London, called “ Darby and Joan ” parties is worth imitation. 

* Darby and Joan” does bring the family in. It stresses grace before meals. It 15 trying 
to find fresh ways of reviving Family Prayers in modern households. It caters for the children, 
who will soon be Toc H, if all goes well. Children, as George Macleod says, аге the great asset 
if brought up properly. ІЁ not, they are the most tragic liability. Very few characters survive 
bad homes. 

Godless homes are not necessarily evil ; but they are bound to be shallow, and to make shallow 
people, without a miracle. Miracles do occur, but we mustn’t bank on them lazily. You see 
what shallowness is in the choice of a motto for the town of Blackpool. Their motto is just 
* Progress." But London—the great old City—knows more wisdom. Its motto is а Prayer— 
“ Lord, direct us." And even the Metropolitan police answer that prayer for visitors. 

Seriously, we must strive to secure inside Toc H the entry of God’s love in every Toc H 
home. 
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E— Weeding-out. Membership 


June is the month for weeds. Weeds arc just made for weeding. You don't get rid of them 
by grousing from an arm-chair at the window. Тос H must weed more actively. It must exhibit 
drastic, constant energy ; or it will get the sack. The bigger we grow, the higher must be the 
standard. Even last year's standards won't do for 1931-2. 


This does not mean (I hope) that I shall be bombarded with resignations by the humbler 
spirits, who are often over-conscious of their lack of time or opportunity. Some of the very 
finest are always worrying whether they should resign. A grand old man * who's dying, 
told me last week how little he could do, and yet how much he loved Toc H. He prayed for it 
every day for nearly ten years. То such we can but quote: 


**. .. they who fain would serve their best are conscious most of wrong within." 


We must not Ict these true members be depressed. Nor must we be depressed, when we 
encounter one or two poor samples of Toc Н here and there. When I come across something 
futile or feeble in 'Toc H, I try to remind myself of the saying of a Foundation Member who is 
not here to-day. The man in question is expert in woodcraft, and he once said to me: “ Remem- 
ber that in every oak tree there is one rotten branch." Bad samples aren't Toc H. They're 
only just a parody. — You've gone to the wrong meeting, that is all. Padre Baldwin, I believe, 
found his way to a meeting in Suffolk the other day, where he was horrified to discover a group 
of solemn men sitting round a table. The chairman said: “ Take a seat, won't you ?" very 
coldly. Тһе meeting went on more coldly still, until Padre Baldwin cound Stand it no longer 
and said: ‘‘ This is the Toc Н Group, isn't it?" Whercat the chairman stood up like a poker 
and said: “Мо. This is a meeting of the Puddlecombe Distri€t Council. You have come 
to the wrong place." 

F—Onr Pledge 

It all boils down to each and every member, his honour and his pledge. Men who complain 
of everyone else’s wickedness or slackness are often like the Londoner, who sits and pokes 
his coal-fire during a fog, curses the fog, and never realises that his coal-fire contributes to its 
density. So let us come to grips with members, one by onc. That is the only way. 


Last Sunday night I sat with two of you, one senior and onc junior. I asked these two men 
what I was to say at this great cattle show. ‘The senior said: “ Where will you Ье?” I said 
I had been told to take the chair. He said: “ Why that's absurd. In our Branch we have 
kept your one good tip of 1930, and never tell a man he is going to be Chairman till he gets 
there; then anyone just 15.7 “ Anyhow,” he went on, “the one thing that a Chairman mustn’t 
do is to say Toc H is а good thing; that is deadly," I cordially agreed, and therefore shall 
spend no time at all praising Toc H for anything at all. 


Our job is far more like that of the husbandman, who saw the crop emerging, and said * 
“ Whence has it tares ?"' The reply in the Authorised Version is “ that an enemy hath done 
this." But the accurate version is in Tyndale's translation of the Bible: “Ап envious one has 
sown these tares among the fruitful seed." In point of fa& I do not think that there is much of 
envy to be found between the members of Toc Н in general. This is a thing to be thankful 
for, if it is true, as I believe it is. But there are tares all right, there's the despondent tare of 
treating Puddlecombe as the universe. One obje& of the Festival is to make everyone feel 
how little-minded he has been. We arc here to renew our personality humility towards the 
great big cause in which there is no room at all for little-mindedness. 

In Amos, Chapter III, there is a fierce short thrust: “ Can two walk together except they be 
agreed?” We must, in other words, keep step somehow, or we shall make a very ragged 
march of it. And there is but one way of keeping step, that is to remember two things about 

* Sir Frederick Milner died on the Monday morning after the festival. We prayed for him all through. 
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ourselves. First, that we all are sinners—which unites us ; and, secondly, that we аге all trying 
to serve the Master. That isa bond, isn’t it? To hear some Christians talk, one might imagine 
that there was not much bond in it at all. 


But in Toc H there is a further bond. We are all pledged, every man Jack of us ; there is 
no membcr present (so at least I believe) who has not either by a signature or by initiation, or 
by both, taken a solemn, very simple promise. Because the promise is so very simple, it is not 
less acutc. The best way to remind ourselves of the nature of our pledge is to compare it with 
the oath taken by the Younger Brethren of Trinity House. It is memorable that by the Statutes 
of this ancient Corporation “ there is no limit in numbers to the Younger Brethren; who аге 
however liable to expulsion if they speak evil of an Elder Brother." What is the oath which 
the Younger Brethren have taken in honourable succession for these four hundred years ? 
It is this :—“ You shall swear to be faithful to the King, апа to be aiding by all the best means 
you can uphold and maintain the good and welfare of this Guild, Fraternity, or Brotherhood, 
whereof you are now made a member. Үе shall always be obedient unto the Master... апа 
usc yourself as becomcth a Younger Brother for the time ye shall so continue . . . so help 
you God through Jesus Christ." 


You men are also pledged. Ап honourable man who has made a promise does not merely 
think of it when he is reminded of it. He thinks of ita lot, and by himself. 


It would be a good thing if Pilots could teach their members to say the Promise over to them? 
selves from time to time, in order that each may see whether he is keeping it or breaking it- 
The strength or weakness of Toc Н is іп the fidelity of individual members. If they forget 
their vow, it cannot be strong, however big it grows. I think we must stress this. Iam sure 
that we must Stress the fact that future members must promise to resign Branch membership 
when they grow slack. It is nota happy job fora Branch Executive to have to weed out members 
by sitting in judgment on them for their lassitude. 


Our promise is in cffc& nothing more nor less than that we are willing to be poured forth, 
that is, to pour our lives away daily and definitely ; not just to live them and do what pleases 
us, but to try with God's help to do our duty ; not to let others do it for our sakes, but to do 
it for theirs; not just to do it when therc is a crisis, but to do it at once, and go on doing it 
until you find the joy which comes through doing it. Even when we are tired, yes, very tired, 
we have got to take ourselves to task and say, like certain fishermen: ** We have toiled all 
night, nevertheless at Thy жоға we will." 


Неге is a very simple prayer indeed, which Arthur Stanton used to teach his people. І pass 
it on to you. It is, of course, from the Psalms ; you cannot forget it, it is a single verse :— 


** Teach me to do the thing that pleaseth Thee, for Thou art my God." 
You sce the reason is moŝt reasonable ; you do believe in God, then you must serve Him. And 
there is nothing which makes man more like to God Himself than doing good ; for God does 
good, that is quite clear and simple. 


Now, when you analyse the human body, it is composed of a number of very common elements; 
among them there is quite a lot of Starch. But the trouble is that the starch comes out in men’s 
characters just where it is not needed. The Starch is very seldom necessary in our relationships 
with one another. We need it in our backbones; we need it to keep straight. It is the starch 
which should enable us to say “I won't" to pleasure, when there is something better to be 
done. 

Iam not fond of negatives—one of the reasons why I hate photographs is because cameras 
are instruments full of potential negatives—and everything that I try to understand about 
Christianity is a great affirmation. Тос Н comes in to teach us to say “ No " to ourselves more 
frequently, in order that we may say “ Yes ” to one more duty. 
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G—Happiness 

Try to be happy in Toc H ; for this will make you happier aboutit! Remember that immortal 
phrase of Julian Grenfell, writing to his mother, out of the first great furnaces of a battle: 
“Неге am I, anyhow, in the blazing heart of it all, and I wouldn't be elsewhere—no, not for a 
million pounds and the Queen of Sheba 1" Неге again is Keith Rae, writing from the Hooghe 
crater, the birthplace of Toc Н: “ The war at least teaches us to lay ourselves entirely in God's 
hands. It is such a happiness that we can do so by a simple a& of faith ; an effort which is 
justified the moment it is made." And here again, from his last letter (16th July, 1915) :— 
“I should like to tell you of a half-hour I had with two wounded men, and some of my price- 
less boys under a rain of shells. I cannot express what I mean, but it was just the happiest moment 
of my life. We were all just on the brink of the Next World. Suddenly everything seemed to 
become clear, and one no longer ‘saw through a glass darkly’ ; опе felt certain about what 
one had hardly previously understood at all. And fear and nerves and egotism all just vanished 
in the joy of just being there. Iam not mad, and I will one day try and explain to you.” 


How happy, in spite of every misery they were! What of our own happiness in present-day 
Toc H? Is it a deep Beatitude? A Beatitude is a long Latin word for something far more 
simple. It means just this: “If you want to be happy, hereis the secret." 


Now there is one Beatitude which almost got lost. It is not in the Gospels, and it only 
occurs іп the Acts because St. Paul quoted it at Ephesus when he urged the men he was saying 
good-bye to to remember the words of the Lord Jesus, how He said: “It is more blessed to 
give than to receive." This does not mean donations and subscriptions; it covers them, of 
course, but it means very much more. It covers life completely, and it contributes to our view 
of life a now much-needed thought. Most people's lives to-day are based on the assumption 
that getting what they want will bring them happiness. ‘This delusion is almost universal. lt 
has its victims everywhere, among rich and poor alike. Bcthnal Green is said to be spending 
£3,000 а day іп the gambling mania. The great word “ charity ” is breaking down at last; for 
it simply cannot include the Irish lotteries. ‘The functions of acquisitive socicty are hostile 
everywhere to the great truth which Jesus came to teach. 'That truth is simply this: giving 
yourself i is the true key to happiness ; losing yourself in a tremendous cause alone will bring 
you joy. То very few beyond our Family has it been given to scc results such as we sec around 
us іп Toc H, and to compare them with their frail beginnings." 


Messages from Overseas 


'Tea-time was for some, a lick, for others it remained a promise, but for all it was opportunity 
of mixing and talking, of retailing of a year and a half's anecdotes, of planning implosions, 
meetings, and lunches, and in general of proviog that the fellowship of Toc H is something 
extraordinarily real and vital. Legs were stretched and Tubby as Chairman completed this 
process already half began, by ordering the whole gathering to get up, jump as high as possible 
into the air together, and sit down again. So the air and the platform were cleared for the aétion 
of the second half of the programme—personal messages brought by word of mouth from the 
far scattered families of Toc H all over the world. 


We cannot here report all those striking three-minute speeches in full. The more’s the pity, 
for they brought home to the ordinary untravelled English member something of the bigness of 
the movement of Toc H in a way to break down the little fences of parochialism and smallness 
of mind which so easily grow up around us in our town or village. As man after man stood up 
to put a new aspect of the thing, one began to see а slowly crystallising pićture of vast distances, of 
great world problems, of seas and mountains and mines and prairies, of their many peoples, and 
of the method and ideals of Toc H brought to all their service. Some spoke with a confidence 
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born of their own carnestness, others а little nervously to find themselves before ап audience 
equal to the population of a thousand of their up-country square miles. But the impression 
was the same. 

First there were a pair from countries separated from us only by a few hours of choppy crossing. 
Captain Erienne Bacn, founder and leader of the Knights of Peace, of whom some will already 
have read in these pages last summer, spoke in French and was interpreted. Іп the refrain of 
Saturday night's song he found the text—Ma foi, toujours Toc Н !—which he promised to take 
back to the members of his movement, so close in its objeéts to Toc H and from which he brought 
a message of confidence in life and faith in friendship. 

After him, Hans ARNHEIM, the second member of Toc H in Germany, welcomed with the 
most tremendous and heart-felt enthusiasm of the gathering, spoke for his country. Progress 
was slow—must be slow, for they were few, and with problems as well as language different 
from ours, but love was the reality which made all one and all difficulties capable of solution. 

So, as each link in turn was forged, the chain grew longer about the world, forming a wide 
net of friendship and purpose. 

SIMON CAMPION, son of the President of Toc H in the Commonwealth, told how Toc H in 
Western Australia has stood to meet a time of tremendous national hardship. Bos Cave, 
Registrar of South Australia, carried the story across to the other side of the continent. The 
tale jumped an ocean and was taken up with another set of characters by Wrrrs of Bulawayo 
and P. CLuver, a Dutch member from Stellenbosch, who told of a weakening of racial bitterness 
and misunderstanding, of Dutch and Englishmen meeting and working together in Toc Н 
fellowship. There followed on Носн SHEPHEARD of Nigeria, with the simply told but all the 
more striking report of a club run by the Group to try to bring some breadth to the life of the 
natives. Separated from them by an ocean, а continent, and a mountain chain, an impression 
of the work of Toc Н in Chile was given by the General Secretary of the country, GEOFFREY 
Foster, who had landed only а day or so before. Неге again was a story of economic 
difficulty and depression attacking the strength of the family, and of a steady front to meet it, 
with the half-possibility of a new and closer conta& with the Spanish-speaking world. CYRIL 
WARNER, Jobmaster of Calcutta, too, told of history in the making and of Toc Н> share 
in the making of it. 

Others talked, and many who should have done so might not for lack of time—Major Long- 
staffe, come to receive the Lamp of Victoria, British Columbia, Dr. Witter of Hamburg, and 
Padre Bickersteth, whose boat from Australia, by the hardest of luck, berthed two hours too 
late for him to attend the Festival Evening, to name only three of them. 

Lastly, but by no means least, the Family Gathering called for Brig.-Gen. FORTER and JOHN 
Marrzr, whose organising had turned this Saturday and Sunday from the inspiration of an idea 
to very wonderful reality, and thanked them. Апа, too, it sent its good wishes and hope of a 
speedy recovery by Sir Charles Harington’s hand to Lorn Piumer in his illness, and to Lorp 
Forster. Finally to Tubby it entrusted its most heart-felt prayers for the death-bed of Sır 
FREDERICK MILNER, who the next day quietly died, to the deep grief and loss of all Toc Н. 

When at last it came to the closing Family Prayers, Tubby dismissed the great crowd with 
these significant words : 

“ But we are bound (our code of prayer commands) to give thanks always to God for you, 
brethren beloved of the Lord; because God from the beginning hath chosen you 
called you by our gospel 

** Therefore, brethren, stand fast and hold the traditions which ye have been taught. Now 
our Lord Jesus Christ himself, and God even our Father, which hath loved us, and given us 
everlasting consolation and good hope through grace, comfort your hearts and stablish you in 
every good word and work." 
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А FESTIVAL AFTERMATH 


ON by-produ& of any Toc H Festival, conspicuously inconspicuous among the full yield 

of festive members, is the presence of a varying number of the full-time staff. The central 
and courageous occasion of the Crystal Palace Festival assured that every possible full-time man 
would be present. Tubby, with his inestimable fair for gauging a circumstance, and his strangely 
facile way of meeting it, used the hospitality of the Port of London Authority to turn a circum- 
stance into a cruise and a cruise into a family concourse. It all happened on Monday, June 8. 

The s.s. S4. Katherine is the ‘ Enchantress’? of the P.L.A. Нег regular job is survey and 
inspeétion of all the rivers, docks, wharves, channels, locks and warehouses under their juris- 
di&ion. Distinguished visitors and parties of special note are from time to time accommodated 
on board, but her decks were as flawless and her welcome no less open to our varied assortment 
of guests. Tubby was there, of course, hand in glove with three special representatives of the 
P.L.A., who were both charged and delighted to explain to citizens of the greatest maritime 
nation of the world the elementary details of these wonders at their doors. Canon Brady, the 
most famous of Missions to Seamen Chaplains, was also there and was recognised vociferously 
from many ships inthe docks. There were visitors from Nairobi and from Rhodesia ; there was 
Jean from Paris; there were Aunty Bess and Margaret, Humphrey Money and Wag from 
All Hallows ; 42, Trinity Square had come and brought Matron and Daysey to look after them ; 
and the Staff of 47, Francis Street would have been complete but for the absence of Peter Monie, 
Barkis, Collin, and the office dog. Among all these urban celebrities the staff from the provinces 
shyly meandered. 


Neither time nor tide nor the P.L.A.’s programme could produce punétuality. Only Rex 
Calkin can do that—he only once a year—and that herculean task he had just fulfilled. So the 
Start was а quarter-of-an-hour late. The weather was fine with a decent brecze blowing from 
somewhere westward, This circumstance treated the party to a constant regatta of expert scaman- 
ship from numerous sailing barges on the river reaches. The graceful bellying of the kutch 
dyed sails of those so skilfully managed, lumbering, and deeply laden craft lends a picturesque 
motif to old Father Thames’ modern machinery. Here is a brilliantly clever swing bridge, there 
a series of cranes, marvels of adaptability and speed in their work. These wharves and ware- 
houses are the last word in handling chilled meat ; there may be found a selection of merchandise 
to which the wealth of the Queen of Sheba and all the glory of Solomon is a mere bagatelle. 
And no melancholy addition of “slaves and souls of теп’ need end this list of precious 
possessions. Of all the men seen, from intrepid and nonchalant barge skippers to wharfingers, 
dockyard mateys and immaculate but casually commanding docks officers, not onc but scemed 
to refle& something of the care-free certainty of the wide and unforgiving sea. The new 
graving dock at Tilbury takes a ship by the nose and leads it straight in; а giant of 
20,000 tons can be centred and levelled almost in one by hydraulic bilge blocks; and the 
water recedes from the hull at just the right speed to allow the hull to be scrubbed | 

Not all the time of the party was taken up in learning such tremendous trifles. Tea claimed 
some attention and so did the ladies. The new Tilbury Passenger Landing Stage beheld an even 
newer method of coming ashore than its thousand feet of pontoon was designed to cope with. 
Also Pat Leonard lost his hat. The engineer was found admiring a portrait of Tubby in that 
morning's Daily Herald and read a Strange parable on Light from his delicate turbine generator 
The various groups at table or on deck compared notes, made friends, re-made Тос Н, and dis- 
cussed everything under the sun from the colour question in South Africa to British Israel and 
the transhipment of bananas. Апа when, uncanny, the Tower Bridge grandly raised its roadway 
for s.s. St. Katherine to pass, and she swung into the tide alongside Tower Wharf true to an 
inch, the last marvel was realised, for we had returned a quarter of an hour before time. 


А.І. S. 
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THE OLD MENS WINDOW 


^ [eH Festival crowds which streamed joyfully through АП Hallows in the intervals between 

services all day noticed two new enrichments in particular to the many treasures of the 
church. One was the great work, Still incomplete, in the long catacomb which runs from 
East to West bencath the church floor, and which demands—and shall receive—an article to 
itsclf. The other was the “ Old Man's Window," the work of Mr. Reginald Bell, which has 
long been needed as a centre to the beauty of the Chapel of the Prince's Lamp. The glowing 
colours of its bold figures are set in a background of clear, silvery glass, and it falsifies most 
happily the fear expressed by the recent Commission on Church Art, that all such windows 
darken churches. ‘The north aisle of All Hallows is no longer gloomy. 

The Chapel of the Lamp, beneath the window, is the Shrine of a great Christian fraternity, 
mainly among young men, and it is fitting that the four lights of stained glass above the Altar 
should be the Old Men's Window, shining upon the young. These four great lights each have 
at its foot the memorial of a man who helped to build Toc H. The two clergy are Archbishop 
Davidson and Canon James Dawson of Chislchurst, and the other two are Charles Oliver 
Sheppard and Sir Ludovic Porter. Above the four memorials in the threc right-hand lights runs 
one great uniting theme. Here Simeon stands welcoming with his Мо ілі the infant 
Light of the World, while Anna draws near, her expe&tation now at last fulfilled. 

The fourth light to the north displays four kneeling medieval figures : a prince of the church, 
a priest, a sidesman, and a younger soldier, grouped beneath a window in the old Norman АП 
Hallows. In this still smaller window there is shown the figure of “ Al-hallowes, ye Patrone," 
an emblem worth interpretation. Ап unknown medizval artist must have been first responsible 
for the ingenious idea that All Hallows could best be shown as a saint wearing the beard of 
an agriculturist, the gauntlets and iron-shod feet of a soldier, while carrying the book and pen 
of a man of letters, and wearing the distini&ve garments of every rank of church life from 
deacon to archbishop. This single figure therefore symbolises the truth that there are saints in 
all ranks of socicty, and in every walk of life; and “ AI] Hallows "' thus acquires a very real 
significance. 

Beyond the piéture which is the main subje& of the window there is much in the heraldry and 
the inscriptions to awaken admiration and memory. At the top of the four great lights there are 
shields bearing the arms of Рорстіпрһе, of the Talbot family, of Barking Abbey (whose Abbess 
twelve hundred and fifty years ago was the foundress of All Hallows), and of Ypres. At the 
bottom are armorial panels representing the four builders of Toc H, which the whole com- 
memorates—first, Randall Davidson, Archbishop of Canterbury from 1903-1929; and on 
the other side, James Lc Strange Dawson, the beloved Rector of Chislehurst, Kent, 1903-1930. 
In the centre comes, first, Charles Sheppard, born in 1902, passing over in 1930, the much loved 
jobmaster of Oxford Branch, thc friend of so many fellow-members in South Wales, the faithful 
servant of the Anglo-Persian Oil Company, and pioneer of the Abadan (Persian Gulf) Group. 
Three coats of arms recall our “ Shepp "—those of Radley, his old school, New College, his 
college at Oxford, and the Anglo-Persian (the first timc an oil company has figured in а church 
window): for his epitaph are here painted the great lines of Chaucer, himself a resident on 
Tower Hill :— 

“Не lovede chyvalrye, Trouth and honour, He never yit no vileinye ne sayde, 
Freedom and curteisie, In al his lyf unto no maner wight. 
Не was a verray parfit, gentil. knight.” 


Charles Sheppard’s short carecr was distinguished by his cheerful understanding of the men 
working in his department. Oxford has made no more capable or chivalrous a contribution 
to commerce in recent years than this post-War member of Toc Н, “baptised into a feeling 
sense towards all conditions." 
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The other light bears the name of “ Ludo ” (Sir Ludovic Charles Porter, K.C.S.I., K.C.LE.), 
first commissioner for Тос Н in India, from whose pionecr work at All Hallows the whole 
Overseas Department of Toc H sprang. The brief but wonderful record of his Тос H member- 
Ship has been twice told in these pages (April, 1928; March, тозо). Тһе beautiful panel 
of glass which here stands for him accords well with Ludo's own рау spirit. А knight, with 
red roses on his shield and horse-cloth, gallops across a field bounded by a wreath of roses. His 
Story, one of the jollicst touches in the long history of АП Hallows parish, is told in the inscrip- 
tion below :—'' Here rides Sir Robert Knollys (1371-1407), famous in France, friend of the Black 
Prince and of Richard П. The fresh-pluck’d Roses in the Border Sir Robert bore to the Guildhall to pay 
Bis rent for an over-bold bow-window built to his fair house in Seething Lane. То Berkinshaw (i.e., the 
chapel in All Hallows) Ze gave a long-remembered Chalice. Dom. Reginald Bell hath horsed Sir Robert 
once again to hear our own true love for Ludo . . . whom Christ here sealed for His immortal Service.” 

So much for this lovely piece of craftsmanship. The dedicatory inscription at the bottom 
of the window reads as follows :—“ This Nune Dimittis Windom, in praise of four First Builders 
of Toc H, was unveiled by Baron Irwin of Kirby Underdale, and dedicated by Edward Talbot, Bishop, 
on the Feast of Saint Barnabas, 1931." 

For this event, on the afternoon of June 11, the old church was furnished to the full with 
guests, “ showing themselves ” (as the order of service put it) “ as joyful as they might and as 
tuneful as they could." After the familiar hymn— 


О friends in gladness let us sing, 
Supernal anthems echoing. 
Alleluya, Alleluya . . . 


Tubby from the pulpit bade them “ muse upon time past, time present, and time to be "—the 
unending story of АП Hallows as a “ Frechold of God's People." After a psalm, a lesson (the 
Story of the Presentation and the ил Dimittis), a prayer for All Hallows and the old London- 
derry Air to new words, Lord Irwin drew the curtain aside, and disclosed the new glass, shining 
in the late afternoon light. Не then mounted the high pulpit and spoke for a few minutes, 
most quietly and impressively, about Archbishop Davidson, his friend, “ап example of simple 
goodness." Tubby having called on the congregation to remember in turn the Archbishop, 
Canon Dawson, “ Ludo" and “ Shepp," with a pause of silence for each, called on Bishop 
Talbot to dedicate the window. The father of Neville and Gilbert had until now been seated, 
in mitre and crimson cope, in the sanctuary below the new window. He now rose slowly 
to his feet, bowed down with great age, accident and illness, but the voice of an old man carried 
clearly to every corner of the church with moving emphasis. “ Almighty God, who hast 
called us out of darkness unto Thy marvellous light . . . May the white light of our Lord and 
Saviour, Jesus Christ, divided into varied colours in the lives of Thy servants in all ages, draw 
our minds continually to Him Who is the brightness of Thy Glory . . ." He then spoke the 
words of dedication, and, after the Nunc Dimittis and the Toc H Prayer, gave his blessing to the 
kneeling crowd. 

It had all been so simple, so joyful, so alive with beauty ; full of dignity at every moment, 
but too sincere to be formal. It belonged to the Festival of a great Family. 

And then the congregation streamed out through the narrow vestry door into the churchyard 
where another ceremony, charming and hilarious, took place. One of the upshots of the 
** Work of Courage "' at АП Hallows in the Spring was the interest aroused among Thames water- 
men, in token of which the tug-owners and lightermen of the neighbourhood, representatives of 
one of the most historic London crafts, decided to present All Hallows churchyard with а 
fountain. ‘‘ The Сел” was, more than anyone, the instigator and prime begetter of this amusing 
monument, “ No words," writes Tubby, “ can indicate the lets and hindrances experienced 
in this laudable endeavour; the obdurate churchyard wall, the no less obdurate tangle of regu- 
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lations prohibiting the lifting of a paving Stone іп Barking Alley. All these were overcome : 
the turncock satisfied ; the metre built by Gen into its holy chamber ; the basin dug and con- 
creted ; the pillar round the pipe made gay with shells of an astounding amplitude. ‘Then at 
last came the goldfish, creatures of grave demeanour, who like (so we are told) to have three 
months’ supply of dietary ant’s eggs floating upon the surface of their residence." 

The opening—or tap-turning—ceremony was performed іп real state by none other than Mr. 
А. W. Pizzie, winner of Doggett's Coat and Badge—the blue riband of Thames boatmen—in 
1904. Тһе badge is not really blue, but wholly and wonderfully red : Mr. Pizzie stood clothed 
in scarlet 18th century uniform, knec-breeches, and wide-skirted coat, with the great silver 
badge, broad as a dinner plate, proudly displayed on his left arm. Tubby made a gay speecch, 
the Gen blushed through his smiles, Lord Irwin's head towered above the company, the Chair- 
man of the Southern Arca (Lord Goschen) and of Yorkshire (Lord Middleton) and many another 
notable member was there to see. Half a dozen silver threads of water and a round of cheers 
leapt up at the same instant, and even the goldfish, roused from their Stately progress round the 
Gen’s concrete palace, opened their mouths in silent applause. 


PREPARING FOR THE FESTIVAL 


Te is but human to notice at once things that go wrong, but to be less quick to understand 

why they go right. The visiting member to London for the Festival could scarcely realise— 
he was not asked to do so—how much preparation had been done to smooth his way for 
him. Не was aware that there was a scat and a meal ready wherever һе had asked for it—but 
he could not be expeéted to know that to meet these needs the little team іп the Festival office, 
working early and very late, had issued over 60,000 coloured tickets. At the Crystal Palace 
the time-table was kept as by clock-work, and there was always a Steward at hand to answer an 
enquiry—but the visitor could not know that this steward was one of a team of nearly зоо 
London members on duty, carefully rehearsed in their several jobs and captained by responsible 
** gang-leaders.”’ 

Still less, perhaps, did he argue about the deep sources of the spirit of hospitality which he 
cannot have helped feeling at every turn during the week-end. Now that the event is over, there 
is surcly no harm in letting the visitor into the secret. It is best revealed by quoting froma letter 
which Tubby wrote to the London membership beforehand. 

“ Those,” he wrote, “ who know best the mass of minor, but material, detail already given 
to these preparations will realise at once that all the London membership has а most vital share 
now to fulfil. The Festival this year brings even greater numbers than hitherto ; and thousands 
will come by day-trips for the essential reason of economy. We are all getting ready to show 
them how we honour their fidelity ; and how the London member knows his part as host, guide, 
friend, conductor, and light-hearted counsellor. Our common aim is nothing less than that 
each one of them should go back home rejoicing and empowered by his experience. 

* How can we help them best? How can we best prepare ourselves to help them? Already 
in the Marks the men arc being invited, according to the honourable custom, to give up their 
beds to members stopping for Saturday night in town with them. Iam immensely glad to know 
that this is being done. 'To my mind it is just this kind of thing which makes 'Тос Н unique. 

** This memorandum seeks, however, to put before its readers an суеп sterner act of prepara- 
tion. It would suggest that you, and any others who think it right to do so, should come and 
share the decp experience of praying for God's blessing оп Toc Н, and on the Festival especially, 
during the night of Wednesday, 3rd June. Old members will not need to be informed that 
this is in no sense an innovation. The first all-night of prayer conducted corporately by Toc H 
Overseas was, I think, in Calcutta six years back. The first provincially was (I rather fancy) 
a little group in Gloucestershire who felt the extreme urgency of a most tragic problem. Here, 
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at All Hallows, the first vigil kept was by Mark I gathered round the body of Rex Burry after 
his death іп the London Hospital. Since then there have becn other nights of prayer; and 
none who have experienced their power have been other than thankful for their share in them. 
- . . I know I am not alone in the belief that the whole spirit of the Festiva] can be upheld in 
this special way better than in any other. We stand for the sheer truth that prayer is not a 
safety-valvc ; it is the power required behind the piston. Let us then meet as men charged with 
a great inheritance. Let us expect great things, and it shall be according to our faith." 


London's Watch 


London's night of prayer was duly carried out. The watch began at 8 p.m., and for the first 
two hours was sustained by L.W.H. members. At 10 p.m. Owen Watkins took the leadership, 
followed in turn by the other London padres. Тһе night was divided into half-hour periods, 
men chosing onc or more as they wished. Аз they came off duty or waited to go on, they 
found billets at Forty- Two, Trinity Square ; and, after the Celebrations in the early morning, 
breakfast without cost. What else they found may be seen from the impression which one of 
them—“‘a very ordinary Шоке”? (he says) “of the too-old-at-forty category "—has thus 
set down :— 

** Absolute stillness іп an area of the din and struggle for existence, broken only by the voice 
of the Padre performing his Sacred Office, by the strident syren of a passing craft on the near-by 
Stream, or by the occasional /ar Deo of a dirt-begrimed sparrow heralding the dawn of another 
day. No—this is not the ancient history of 13-17 ycars ago; neither are we in the “fancy 
dress’ of that period; nor is the scene laid outside England. A little room behind the High 
Altar of All Hallows; dawn is gleaming in the eastern sky, and the dawn-wind has passed, 
finding Tubby and two other blokes—one link іп that wonderful chain of vigil—kneeling 
together and joining with Pat Leonard in offering that Supreme Sacrifice of Intercession for the 
Birthday ; it is 4.10 a.m. on June 4, 1931. 

** It is indescribable, like nothing one has ever experienced before ; the imagination runs riot 
at the recollection of it; the Metropolis of the world is stilled in sleep ; the heart of Toc H has 
been throbbing in Prayer throughout the night—an unbroken chain during the last eight 
hours. And now, quite unexpeétedly—a happy inspiration of Tubby’s—we find ourselves, just 
four of us, joining in the greatest А of Christian Worship and Intercession, for that which is so 
dear to us АП. A priceless privilege. 

“А night of prayer sounds alarming to the man-in-the-strcet, but Тос H is made up of the 
man-in-the-street, just ordinary men, with an Ideal before them. ‘ How сап I pray—I know not 
how to pray or what to say ?? Nearly two thousand years ago, the same sort of remark was made 
by a small team of men to their Leader, and the Founder of Christianity gave them the words 
of that all-embracing Prayer which we all learned at our Mother's knee. 

“ Have you ever observed a child of five to ten years of age with his Father ? Can you recall 
the second quinquennial period of your -own life? You loved your Mother no less than you 
loved your Father, but wasn't it always what Father did, what Father said, what Father wanted 
that really mattered ? Didn't you just love to do what you knew would please him? Wasn't 
your greatest joy to be with him, perhaps prattling away your childish ideas, perhaps merely 
holding his hand and listening to him explaining something which you couldn't possibly under- 
Stand ? The faét that Father said so was sufficient ; it wus be true and you believed it. And then 
sometimes you did what you knew Father didn't like—and did you cver think the punishment 
unjust? You knew that Father loved you, and that was all that mattered. Love, then, is the 
first Step towards Prayer, for Prayer is an attitude rather than a form of words. Surely one way 
by which we can * work for Thy Kingdom in the wills of men ? is by living our own lives in the 
fullest humility and realisation that ‘except ye become as little children ye shall іп no wise 
enter into the Kingdom of Heaven.’ ” 
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ROUND AHOUT TRINITY SOUARE PLATE XXVII 


v^ pepe tem , — — "ica SEE а ЫҒЫН 
ч ж -o == ай. И 


Те Drom LavpAMUS " : The Anglican congrezation from АП Hallows. and the Pree Church congregation 
from l'orty-two, Trinity Square, join forces on Tower Hill on Ascension morning. 


Tug Founrain Funcrions : The front row of spectators consists of Mrs. Gilbert NWilliuins, Тіс Сеп.” 
Мг. А.Н. Green (representing the Thames Lightermen), Мг. Pizzie (wearing Doggett’s Coat and Badge), 
Lord Goschen, Lord Irwin, Tubby and General " Tim " Harington. (See p. 264.) 


———— — ——X ———— ———————Ó—Á —á! 


PLATE XXVIII HERE THE TWAIN SHALL MEET 


Rio ре JANEIRO, Bnazir.—' The lighting of the new Beilby Alston Lamp which takes the place of that 
lost in last year's revolution, by ILR.1I. the Prince of Wales and Prince George durine their recent tour. 


SiwmrAH-DzLHi, INDIA.—A photograph of the Group taken just before the departure of Lord Irwin 
‚ (in the centre) for England. On the right of him is Bobs Ford, and between them stands Tubby's brother. 


RIO RELIGHTS ITS LAMP 


А" interesting and unique ceremony was witnessed оп Wednesday evening, April 8, at the 
Church Hall in Rio «с Janeiro, when H.R.H. the Prince of Wales attended a Toc Н 
mecting and lit the new Lamp of Maintenance. 

It will be remembered that in December, 1929, the Patron of Toc H, the Prince of Wales, 
lit the Rio “ Beilby Alston ” Lamp at the Albert Hall, and that it was dedicated shortly afterwards 
in that city. Unfortunately, during the Revolution, on October 24 of last year, the Toc H 
premises were completely wrecked and every possession lost, except that in the debris опе 
plaque from the Lamp Casket was found together with the extinguisher and a few splintered 
remains of the Casket. 

His Royal Highness the Prince of Wales, accompanied by Prince George and Sir William 
Seeds, Н.В.М. Ambassador, arrived at the Church Hall at 6.30 p.m., finding some sixty Toc Н 
members assembled and enjoying a normal branch meeting. The Chairman briefly explained 
that the original Lamp had been destroyed and that Lady Alston had been good enough to 
present a second “ Beilby Alston’? Lamp to the Branch. 

The following Petition for Branch status was then read by one of the five founding members 
of the Branch, thus : ** We, the members in Rio de Janeiro, humbly desiring to preserve. the flame kindled 
anew by our Elder Brethren, here make our petition for a Lamp of Maintenance, and pledge ourselves, by 
serving daily, old and young, rich and poor, bale and sick, cheering the way of the lonely with the laughter that 
is learnt of friends, to work for God's Kingdom in the hearts of men, and towards this end, to Strive to think 
fairly, to love widely, to witness humbly, to build bravely.” 

Following this, whilst the new banner, recently presented by a member to the Branch to 
replace that which was lost, was held aloft, another original member took the Lamp from its 
stand and in these words invited His Royal Highness to perform the lighting : “ In the name of 
those our first builders who made this Petition and of all our members now entrusted with this 
Lamp, I pray your Royal Highness to perform its first kindling among us, so that we may dedi- 
cate it to the service of God and man in this city." 

The Prince, taking a lighted taper from a Toc Н member оп his left, lit the Lamp while 
the Padre dedicated it. After the solemn Ceremony of Light had been observed, the Padre 
closed the mecting with the Toc H prayer and the Benediction. 

His Royal Highness consented to a photograph being taken, and afterwards chatted to mem- 
bers until seven o'clock in a very informal, truly Тос H manner, and displayed great interest 
in the plaque which was saved from the original Lamp Casket. He suggested that it should be 
fixed to the new Casket together with a plate commemorating the ceremony that evening. 

After signing the visitors’ book, His Royal Highness removed the extinguisher from the 
new Lamp, replacing it by that of the old one, remarking——‘‘ There—now it's historic.” 

All Toc FI gave three loud cheers for their Patron and а “ Tiger" for Prince George as the 
Royal Visitors left the Hall. 


TOC H AND THE GUNNERS 


ТРЕ gave a welcome reminder at the Family Gathering at the Agricultural Hall of the 

nced for Тос H to get in touch with the Army, where it has now becn officially welcomed 
and encouraged. Members of Mark XV have turned their special attention to a job along 
these lines, and now hold a friendly meeting every Sunday evening at 8 o’clock at the Small 
Canteen in the Garrison for all interested men in the Royal Artillery. Units everywhere can 
help in this scheme by reminding their Gunner members and ftiends to turn up at these 
meetings, where they will be warmly welcomed, and sending on their names to the Secretary, 
Mark XV, 31, The Common, Woolwich, S.E.18. 
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ІНЕ ОРЕМ 
What Do You Think ? 


Dear EDITOR, 

І have just read through the May Journal 
and have pondered over its attributes. Then 
I tried to fathom out how it is that such a low 
percentage of members read the family organ. 

Unfortunately there exists the fellow who 
is unquestionably convinced of the unsurpassed 
ideals of Toc H but who cannot be bothered 
to read the Journal. His, or rather, their 
reasons are many, but surely the commonest 
is that the literature is not attractive to them. 
Very often a fellow of this type will buy a 
Journal, as a duty, and never read it. I am 
positive that the number who genuinely 
cannot afford ба. a month is a very small 
percentage indecd. Then how are the ranks 
of the readers to be increased ? The whole 
family of Toc Н, and, I venture to say especi- 
ally London, needs edification concerning 
its being. This being truc, action is necessary 
to convert the non-readers. 

I offer one or two suggestions that I con- 
sider would attraét many present non-rcaders 
to buying and reading. 

Firfily : Devote at least two pages to reports 
on Toc H Sports, Cricket and Tennis in the 
summer, Rugger and Soccer in the winter— 
remembering that it is not only the players 
who are concerned with these things. 

2. Introduce light humour, such as cartoons, 
a page or half a page of amusing nonsensc, 
jokes, puzzles, limericks, tongue-twisters, etc. 
A monthly cartoon of a brass hat would be 
amusing and helpful. 

3. Each month a short story of an unortho- 
dox Journal type could be included with 
advantage, such as school yarns, adventure, 
travel or detective stories, hobbies, or histori- 
cal biographies. 

4. Include articles on matters of current 
interest, etc., such as dirt track racing, the 
Spanish Republic, the liner Empress of Britain, 
cinemas and theatres, R.C.s in Toc H, the 
world depression, and so on. 

5. Publish the Journal so that Secretaries 
have a chance to get it to members during 
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HUSTINGS 


the first few days of the month. This you 
have been told many times, I know, but I have 
noticed the psychological effe& on a fellow 
being presented with a Journal out of month. 
It is like being given a week-old paper. 

Finally I would say that I do not criticise 
the Journal at all but just wish that its circu- 
lation could be increased to include those that 
need to be attracted. 

Wishing you luck, 
I am, 
Ам ANON FULHAM MEMBER. 


The Last W ord 
Dear EDITOR, 

You may have had good reasons editorially 
for publishing grouscs from chaps about 
£ s.d., but in my Toc H experience (two years 
of it as Secretary) it has always been a matter 
for the Individual ». Treasurer, and not a 
subje& for the crowd to chatter about. 

If the complainants arc dissatisfied, and know 
of others in the same mind, then I suggest that 
they have a clear out of the Committee they 
appointed to run things, or tell that same 
Committee to draw their belts in a bit, so 
that things aren't so heavy for everyone. 
And also have a clcar-out of slackers if any 
are known to bc such. 

In my opinion you have Started an un- 
necessary squabble, most likely to upset the 
esprit de corps of hitherto pcaccable crowds of 
fellows, and that because some Group or 
Branch is badly managed. The finances of the 
chaps should be reckoned on an average, but 
special recognition made of the one whom a 
discerning Trcasurer or Committee knows is 
lower paid. In any сазе it is bcyond my com- 
prehension how Toc H grows if its financial 
liabilitics arc beyond the average man. 

Icarnestly hope you will bring this subje& to 
a close by saying “ This correspondence must 
now cease," as it's not doing much good and 
is far from interesting, and not what we 
spend 6d. a month to rcad about. 

Yours sincerely, 
Kentisb Town. Қ. С. MATTHEWS. 
[We will.—Ep. ] 


Please Note 


Spez «ers : 


Dear Егітов, 

I wish to protest, and that emphatically 
against the worst failing in Тос H to-day. 
It is a cult which affc&s our Lords of Official- 
dom, and which they, іп turn, infli@ on 
members gencraly. Аз the months pass, 
one after another of the Mighty Ones Who 
Rule us falls уі іт to this ailment——I speak 
of the complex fot inordinate use of metaphor 
—mixed and unmixed. 

In the early days of Toc H, W. A., the first 
potential victims began referring to the move- 
ment as a Great Gamc to be played, or a Power 
House of Service. Well and good, for the 
similitude was apt and greatly helped to drive 
home the point. But the scourge has spread, 
culminating in the ghastly manifestations of its 
potency in the speeches heard at the recent 
office-bearers? conference at Cottesloe. 

As usual, Toc H Started off by being a 
Power House from which we received the vital 
unpulses which enable us to carry on Works 
of Service throughout the week. The picture 
was just becoming really clear, when an 
integral part of the movement—the individual 
unit—was magically changed from a fifteen 
hundred kilowatt gencrator (to be consistent) 
into a Roadside Bowser, where it was possible 
to take in Toc H spirit. Resigned to our fate, 
we were diligently attending to our Petrol 
Pumps when another twist of the tongue 
(and kink of the mind) transformed the move- 
ment into a vast Football Match. It was a joy 
to sce us runniag down the Field of Service, 
marking the Ball of Self-Sacrifice, and finally 
kicking it through the Goals of Rent-Paid ; 
but it becomoe a little disconcerting when the 
versatile referee-cum-jobmaster ordered the 
team to “ scrum down "' on a particularly big 
job (er—that is Ball. We gave the game up 
in disgust and decided on a maritime career. 
No sooner were we launched in the form of 
а Steamer driven by the Twin Screws of 
Fellowship and Sacrifice than we encountered 
seas, “ fraught with shoals, rocks and narrows,” 
and had to take aboard a Pilot, who was 
obligingly cruising about the vicinity. It 
would seem that this gentleman was a 
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disturbing factor, for we were a contented 
crew (I mean, Ship), and naturally resented 
his converting us into a Mountain Stream 
at a moment’s notice. However, thus we 
proceeded, gathering volume and strength as 
we went, and ever and anon being joined 
by other little streams en route, indicating 
that our destiny would probably be a Large and 
Powerful River—free from the alge of 
Slackness, we hope. But, wait! There was 
no such fluid destiny before us because, by 
now, we had become a Living War Memorial 
—rather a welcome and restful róle after 
the vicissitudes of our recent transfigurations. 

There must be something in our make-up 
which is truly marine and this trait soon 
banished the peacefulness of life as an animated 
obelisk, and so we became an Armada of 
Fellowship on the High Sea of Wordliness. 
Probably the speaker responsible for this last 
figure of specch remembered the fate of all 
Armadas and avoided making the faux pas too 
obvious by tactfully prosecuting the simile 
no further. The Grand Armada called for a 
pretentious subégtitute and so we had the 
Glory of Metaphorical Glorics. We became, 
individually ог ex asse, I am not clear which, 
a Radiologist who saw beneath the surface 
ofthe world. Now thatI think of it, though, 
it was the Jobbie (or the Pilot) who was the 
Radiologist and we of the rank and file were 
the human X-Ray Machines, which enabled 
him to pcer into the minds of men. (if this 
is so, then our experience in the Power House 
will certainly be of service.) 

Whether, as the affliction advances, our 
rulers will be able to better this effort, only 
time will show ; certainly it can be pushed a 
little further. We have the Radiologist, why 
not transform us (we are used to it now) into 
the patients, or, better still, the patient's 
inside? Surely the possibilities and scope of 
the Gastro-Intestinal Metaphor are too patent 
to require enumeration. 

Though dreading the ravages of the Digestive 
Juices, Indigestion and Gastric Cancer, 


I am, yours, etc., 


GUILDFORD, 
WWeffern Australia. 
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Не ала She 


Dear Егітов, 

At the Family Gathering Tubby spoke of 
the “ Darby and Joan ideal" The pre- 
liminary stage in the formation of the family 
unit is the meeting of young men and women. 
The subje& is usually treated with con- 
ventional levity, but I suggest that it is also 
one for serious thought. 

There is a large number of young people 
whose only opportunity for pairing off is 
under circumstances of the backdoor and 
Street-corner variety. Let us take the instance 
of a girl in domestic service. She spends her 
evening out at the cinema with a girl friend 
and on the way home, her head full of screen 
romance, sees a likely looking “ boy " in the 
Street. They speak and arrange to go out 
together the following week. Thus begins an 
interminable series of walks, chiefly in the 
dark, and, funds permitting, of visits to the 
cinema, where their imagination and emotions 
are Stimulated. By this time they are probably 
bored with each other, though they would not 
admit it even to themselves, and they possibly 
try to enliven their relationship by the means 
suggested to them by the films, and to which 
Nature is urging them. 

Some social workers would say that clubs 
would prevent the whole situation by pro- 
viding occupation and an outlet for their 
social instincts, but surely these clubs, being 
for either boys or girls but not both, are 
merely palliatives? The desire for the com- 
pany of a member of the opposite sex is natural 
and healthy, and if young people are kept 
from that companionship for long the re- 
action will be unhealthily strong. І am not 
trying to minimise the splendid work done by 
these clubs, but I am suggesting that there is a 
widespread need for clubs, or some other form 
of organisation, of another type. Mixed clubs 
of a purely recreational nature would have 
many disadvantages. Might not some form of 
mixed Rangers and Rovers, where members 
would work as well as play together, be found 
possible 2 

I submit that something is needed to 
counteract the ill-effe€ts of the continuous 


270 


segregation of the sexes that is the pra&icc in 
ncarly every cducational and social organisa- 
tion in this country. Surcly it is adding very 
considerably to the difficulties of young 
married people if, through no fault of their 
own, they have never learnt to adjust them- 
sclvcs to the peculiarities of the opposite sex 
and if thcir relationship beforc marriage has 
been of an entirely frivolous and, in many 
cases, of a furtive nature, Is there no рта іса] 
way of giving young people opportunities of 
meeting and of forming healthy friendships 
and attachments in an atmosphere conducive 
to mutual understanding and respe& for cach 
others’ serious capabilities ? If there is such 
a way, might it not be a matter for the 
attention of ‘Toc H ? 
Yours sincerely, 
Janer Bucker. 


MULTUM IN PARVO 


xt We shall welcome Padre J. R. Lewis, 
who joins the Staf in September as the 
first whole time Baptist Padre in Toc H, 
with his headquarters at the Brothers? House. 


2 With the holiday season at hand, many 
members may wish to make a note of the 
meetings of the Parts Group, held c /o Overseas 
League, at 41, Кис du Colisée, 8с., on the 
sccond and fourth Tuesdays in the month, 
where any travellers will be very welcome. 
Toc H visitors to BnussErs should ring up 
No. 123378 for the padre, who will make sure 
that a guide and a welcome are forthcoming 
from the Group. 


A Secretaries’ Lift: Additions and Alterations. 
BounuEMOvuYTH Disrricr Secretary to 39, 
Chigwell Road, Bournemouth; 1518 ОЕ 
Wicur District, J. P. Corbett, Fursefields, 
Totland Bay, О.А. ; NOTTINGHAM DISTRICT, 
E. М. Gray, 5, Patrick Road, West Bridg- 
ford, Nottingham; Oxrorp DISTRICT, 
Rev. V. Johnstone, Keble College, Oxford ; 
SOUTHAMPTON District, R. G. Downie, 12, 
Portswood Park, Southampton; Swansea 
District, W. D. Grey Rees, 16, Bosworth 
Road, Skewen, Neath; THames VALLEY 
District, Joint Secretary to Baylis House 
Hotel, Stoke Poges Lane, Bucks. 


WORLD-WIDE 


SERVICE 


is the proud record of Blacks of Greenock. In countries 
as far apart ав Iccland and New Zealand Black's tents 
have established themselves as SECOND TO NONE 
for service, quality and low price. Even in mysterious 
Tibet—recently closed to the white man—there are 
natives who speak with enthusiasm of Black's Tents. 
This world-wide reputation for reliability has been achieved 
by our unchanging purpose to give to our customers real 
SERVICE so that they may have lasting satisfaction from 
their purchases. You are invited to join the ranks of the 
satisfed by availing yourself of our Service now. 


Yonts from 12/6 upwards. Ruesacs trom 5/8 upwards. 
Every kind of camp equipment far sale or hire. 


aS CAMPING —A MAN'S HOLIDAY. 
Write or call for Free Illustrated Catalogue Vy НЕКЕ Тос Н men аге concerned there is no need to stress the mental 
of Tents, Rucsacs, ete. (No. 23). and health value of a camping holiday—most of them are keen 


out-of-doors men. There is great need, however, to stress the importance 
of using only the best equipment because the choice of “ any old thing" 


THOMAS BLACK & SONS, 00 Bes nice i e any 
(GREENOCK), LTD. ЖМ 9 ox ? 

Dept. V., GREENOCK, SCOTLAND BLACK N TENTS 

Mem Re ARM C кш AND CAMPING EQUIPMENT. 
22, Gray's Inn Rd., London, W.C.1. к ШАА М PEL са жузт, еу 2224 scat ТИНЕ 


5, Roycl Exchange Sq., Glasgow. 
351, Argyle Strect, Glacgow. 


Іп response to repeated requests from members 


everywhere 


THE TOC H JOURNAL 


wil in future be published so as to reach 


secretaries approximately 


ON THE FIRST OF THE MONTH 


This number, published on july 1, inaugurates 
the new plan. (See p. 240) 
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DESPATCHES OF THE MONTH 


Letters from the Southern and West Midlands Areas and from Ireland will appear next month. Anu 
news Should now be addressed to Avea Secretaries and not to the Editor of the Journal 


From the Eastern А геа 


Fo the Area Staff, whose task it is to write these notes, the past five months have gone so 
quickly by that it is dificult for them to realise that anything fresh has had time to happen. 
It is a task perhaps which is not truly theirs at all, for in the midst of so much travelling from 
place to place, and of so many new experiences, it is not casy even to keep any sense of time, 
and an ordered view of progress and achievement is doubly difficult to maintain. Perhaps it 
is that events come and go so rapidly that their memory quickly fades, and new faces, new 
impressions, drive them from the mind. Тһе past lingers for a moment like a vessel’s wake, 
soon to be merged among surrounding waters, and the half forgotten memories of our failures 
and successes—Guest-Nights, conferences, weck-ends ie hidden in still depths. Memory, 
and quiet reflection, bring them once more into the mind's сус. 


Early in the new year a fortunate change took place geographically —a change which would 
have come long ago had the staff been forthcoming to meet it. The Thames Valley and Oxford 
Distri&s—the “ tail ” of the old Eastern Area —were taken from us and given to a reconstituted 
Southern Area. 


Padres or Theological Advisers ? 


The change is fortunate for а two-fold reason; for not only will they receive more faithful 
and more constant support from their new friends, but the Eastern Arca also can concentrate 
its energies at home. The Padres especially are glad of this, for even now their energies are 
dissipated so far aficld that their true work with individual men is necessarily made difficult. 
They have met so many men and know so few. А brief visit to a Branch, a talk, and then away, 
perhaps not to return for many months. Fewer talks, more visits of a quict and unspectacular 
kind, would make their background of human friendship more tangible and more precious. 
The idea is abroad that the Area Padre is а man who talks to meetings ; his truer work would 
be helped, and the units themselves would profit more from him, if from time to time he were 
allowed to appear, not as a platform orator, but as a quiet friend and counsellor to members ot 
Toc H. Even from a speaking point of view the Area has not yet learnt to “© use ” its Padres. 
Branches and Groups, unenterprisingly, we think, put them up to talk, with no notion фу 
they must talk or what they are to talk about. This can lead to a random preaching which may 
or may not hit its mark. How much better some well-prepared advice on a problem of the 
moment—at the request of the Branch! 


The friend and adviser of all on board—or the itinerant preacher? The answer is surely 
obvious, but only co-operation from units can make it come about—co-operation, as we have so 
often urged, through the medium of Distri& Committees. ‘The Padre is always there; he is 
there for no other purpose than to be at the disposal of one and all. Do let us make the 
use of his services a feature of our District Committee work. 


Three events come readily to the mind—a training week-end, a Pilgrimage, and a Conference. 
All are worth recording, for they have more than a local interest to the Area and do not trespass 
on the province of the Parish Pump. 

A training week-end with us is still an Event. Іп other Areas they now cause no more 
comment than the proverbial rain at a Test Match, but so far the Eastern Area has only attempted 
two all told. 
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Training and Pilgrimage 


Pierhead House, Wapping, is not impraéticable for Home Counties units, but East Anglia 
has got to make shift for itself. The East and West Suffolk District, finding no substitute near 
at hand, but having the will to hold one strong within, decided to go to Cambridge, and some 
twenty-six from scattered towns and villages arrived one Saturday afternoon on the wings of 
petrol. (Cross-country trains, by the way, are practically non-existent. This is a very real 
difficulty.) 


Judged by Wapping standards, the week-end from an instructional point of view was perhaps 
a poor affair. Three sessions only could be attempted, and many links in the chain were left 
unforged. But the advantages were there as well. Cambridge as much as Wapping has ап 
atmosphere of its own, and is altogether a delightful place ; the Church of St. Edward was ours 
to use and a fourth “ Session,” in which Colin talked to us of the League of the Lamp of Main- 
tenance, was held beneath its roof. Many also gained real inspiration from Morning Service 
in King's Chapel. On the whole, however, we tended to fall between two stools by trying 
to adapt the programme of Wapping, where one remained the whole time under one roof, to 
the conditions of Cambridge, whetc onc has to wander from hotel to Branch Meeting-room and 
from there to the Guild Church. This will be improved at future week-ends in Cambridge, 
for wc have the offer of a house which will give us all that Pierhead House could afford, save 
the Chapcel.—a house where we сап eat and sleep and confer without moving out of doors. 


The First Arca Pilgrimage to the Old House took place on May т. Twenty-two Members 
attended from Beds, Herts, and Bucks, and were joined by сісуеп of their old associates of the 
Thames Valley District. The atmosphere of experiment was with us throughout, for we knew 
that we were feeling our way and groping for a technique for the future. The use of our time 
was not intensively planned, and only a skeleton of organisation was used. Many felt that this 
w с to be alone with our thoughts, 
unhampered by the “ next item on the programme." Once only were the words of Light 
repeated—whilst the haunting notes of Last Post still echoed under Menin Gate. There 
could not have been a truer or finer climax. 


ec 


A Fresh Air—not Hot Air—Conference 


Lightheartedness was the keynote of a Family Night at Ipswich on May 9, which acted аз а 
prelude to the Second Annual East Anglian Conference. Ipswich and Felixstowe showed 
unexpected resource as entertainers, and Pat Leonard followed up in frivolous mood. Would 
there were more evenings in Toc I[ as irresponsible as this. The Sunday Conference which 
followed made us feel that it will be a pity if the Conference is sacrificed at the altar of economy 
іл 1932. A few members in East Anglia have been feeling that the appointment of more and 
more whole-time Padres іп Toc H will lead to the creation of a new scét of the Church. Pat’s 
special purpose on this Sunday morning was to share this problem with them, and the talk he 
gave us has been immensely helpful. The afternoon was spent delightfully in the garden of 
ап Ipswich member. Amongst flowers and trees and open sky we heard about Toc Н Overseas 
from Geoffrey Martin, and about Gucst-nights and Family Nights from Keith Fraser. 


It was ап casy-going weck-end, with plenty of time to stroll and talk. We discovered that 
Ipswich is a town of lovely parks, and that the best way to hold а Toc H mecting is not to sit 
on chairs round a room. ‘The one tiny shadow was that some units could not afford to come 
and that no one sent as many as they would have wished. The National Festival in June and 
the growing number of other Toc Н “ shows ” kept the attendance down. There were seventy 
there on the Saturday and about a hundred on the Sunday. 
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O әәә. 


energies 


Thoughts оп а Current Problem 


“ The expense of Toc Н to the ordinary member,” “ ‘The multiplicity of Festivals,” ctc, The 
whole subje&t docs indeed hang like a cloud above us, and is becoming something of an obsession. 
Nobody wants to think about it, but no one secms capable of thinking of very much else, 
Certain it is that until the difficulty is overcome thc eyes of Toc Н members will not Бе lifted to 
loftier and more worthy things. The question is wider than any Area and should not strictly be 
mentioned in these notes. Nevertheless we would here put forward onc very simple point of 
view—so simple and so obvious that no-one seems to have given it very serious thought. Ad- 
mittedly Toc H has of late tended to run riot in the number of its gatherings of one 
kind and another ; admittedly it has become impossible for the average member to keep abreast 
with all that is going on even in his own Area. But does this in itself constitute a ** problem” ? 
The solution of the difficulty, call it what you will, does not, we think, lic solely in cutting down 
the number of our Festivals. We profess (and heaven help us from becoming merely a professing 
society) that a Group of Toc H isa “ Family." Nowa family may be so poor that it stays at home 
and works from one year’s end to another, scarcely venturing beyond its own front door. But 
if it is a true Christian family no one member will suffer at the expenseof another. Апа that 
surely is the only problem of the Toc Н member—that the multiplicity of Festivals will prevent 
Everyman from sharing in the life of the particular Toc H family to which he may belong. 
The complaint is not that the whole units must miss a certain attraction,but that a few members 
will participate in it at the expense of the others. Should it not be a confession of weakness 
to admit a problem at all ? 


How Units are Faring 


We welcome а new ally from East Midlands Area in Peterborough Branch. ‘They have linked 
up with Bedford and Cambridge to form a new District, known for want of a better name as the 
Cambridge Distri€. АП three branches have suffered from isolation in the past and they have 
turncd to cach other rather in desperation than through natural affinity. ‘The Distri& will not 
work in very close unison, for distances are absurdly great and communications elementary. 
But the missionary spirit is already aroused and Toc H may in a few years become thicker on 
the ground through the work of this District team. 


We congratulate Hertford on gaining Branch status. Long ago they voluntarily handed back 
the Baron Fermoy Lamp (now in the keeping of Kensworth Branch), disbanded, and some years 
later Started to grope anew. Their courage has been well rewarded, for now at any rate they 
are really worthy of a Lamp of Maintenancc. 


Dovercourt, Park Street and Frogmore, and Peterborough will also reccive their Lamps from 
the Patron at the Crystal Palace. Hitchin also have been promoted to Branch status, though 
unfortunately their application did not come through in sufficient time to share in the honours 
in June. 

We greet new friends іп Letchworth, Witham and Ware. 


In country districts Toc H grows all too slowly for our impatience, but it is a healthy sign that 
Gropes are setting themselves a high standard of achievement before they ask for recognition as 
aGroup. Framlingham, Papworth, Norton and Halton R.A.F. Camp are among old-established 
Gropers who yet have not their Rushlight. | Goff's Oak, Herts., is a later and very flourishing 
growth. Hopes run high at Braintree (Essex) and Mildenhall, and a struggling few foregather 
in East Dereham. 


The five months on the whole have been a period of settling down under self-government. 
The Arca Executive have met three times and is beginning to Есе! a team spirit about its meetings, 
Distri& Committees are realising more and more their possibilities. j 
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A Festival or So 

Nevertheless, Eastern Area does not become appreciably more “ Arca-minded." The hoped- 
for Area Birthday Festival in Cambridge in December has been lost, not only on the score of 
expense, but bccause thc Districts think that more benefit is to be gained from local Distri& 
Festivals—on the principle of the greatest good to the greatest number. Іп an Area so псаг 
London, and onc whose lines of traffic all converge in that direction, it seems the National 
Festival will rule out all possibility of an Arca Birthday gathering being attempted within the 
same twelve months. East Anglia will meet at Ipswich; Beds and Herrs will foregather at 
St. Albans; but that is all. Cambridge, meanwhile, still hangs poised between the two, а no- 
man’s-land for all save half-a-dozen units. 


The Cambridge Branch Executive has wisely been devoting itself to strengthening foundations. 
The programme has been tightened up and an extra weekly meeting is regularly held for pro- 
bationers and others who care to come. ‘Tubby, Pat Leonard and Harry Ellison have all visited 
the Branch this year. Cambridge Branch, no less than Oxford, can be satisfied with no other 
standard than the very highest. The strength or weakness of this Branch may mean the winning 
or losing of hundreds of men in onc of the finest fishing grounds that Toc H could wish for. 


Cambridge Branch are more than eager to do their share in welcoming visitors from the Area. 
It is still their hope that the Town and the Church may in time become a centre and a rallying 
point—the very heart of Toc H, Eastern Area. 

The Annual Branch Re-dedication Service in the Church of St. Edward was impressive and 
inspiring ; the old church, fuller perhaps than it has been within living memory, seemed to take 
on, as though in gratitude, a greater dignity and beauty. 


The Church of St. Edward 

We conclude with a few rough notes upon the church'itself£. Barkis gave us in the January 
JOURNAL а picture of a lovable old place, darker and dingier than need be, but alive with oppor- 
tunity. Since then, little by little, opportunity has been realised. It is stillunduly packed with 
pews, but flood lighting has given a sense of increased height and grandeur. Units are sending 
along their little gifts of love, апа week by week some tiny improvement is being brought 
about. The Salicnt is not forgotten; a relic of masonry from Y pres Cathedral is to be built into 
onc of the pillars, and a strip of seventeenth-century brocade, once an adornment of a church in 
Ypres, comes to us as an offering from the Bury St. Edmunds Group. Ап Unknown Warrior 
Cross is promised for the Festival in June. Reredos hangings have been given by the Mother 
Church of АП Hallows. Twenty-five pounds for interior decoration has come unsolicited 
from Toc H members. 


Тһе church will possible require two years or more to settle down and justify its existence in 
its new job. Already, however, an extraordinarily strong nucleus is forming and the church 
definitely opens up a workshop for experimental methods and Christian experience. 


Onc final word. Alec Smithers, who is giving his services untiringly to St. Edwards, has 


recently been busy planning improvements and sketching the interior as we hope it may become. 
His finished work now hangs in the Royal Academy. 


Coming Events 
July 5.—Beds and Herts Conference at Harpenden. 
August 16.—(Staff Conference at Cambridge) Pat Leonard and Sawbones preach at St. Edwards. 
September 4.—East Anglian Pilgrimage to Poperinghe (Colin Marr). 
September 27.— Beds and Herts Service іп St. Albans Abbey. (Preacher, Pat Leonard.) 
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From the East Midlands 


E ма kaleidoscope of Тос Н life has turned again in its six-monthly motion and produces 
again patterns from the East Midlands and Lincs Area. These pictures fall together 
almost as haphazard as the tinkling bits of coloured glass in the instrument, but given proper 
light and adequate reflc&ion episodes of Toc Н life similarly seldom fail to give some new aspe& 
of beauty if rightly viewed. So here you are. The turning is done for you ; just put your eye 
to the aperture and watch for the pictures. 


We Pay for Our Room 


In Mark XI one of the smaller upstairs rooms is named after Jack Hollis. Jack was only 
27 when he passed forward, so he had proved his worth in other directions than those now 
available in Leicester. But his father, а timber merchant, gives a great deal of time and energy, 
though now becoming an old man with indiflerent health, to the running of a Mission and Adult 
School in one of the poorer parts of Leicester. Since the Jack Hollis Room has been opened 
there has never failed a young man of the four who sleep there, to help with the Junior Sc&ion 
of the Adult School. If Jack had returned from fighting our battles it is morc than probable 
that he would have helped his father in his good work. ‘That opportunity was denied him. 
In his place a succession of young men fill that gap. While he, like the rest of us, soon would 
have grown too stiff for the horizontal bar or too corpulent for football, his name gives the 
password to a succession of youth which will always be young, to send them to work which will 
need doing for many years and with eager devotion. So does death become creative in every 
corner of Toc H and many like circumstances makes miniatures of Gilbert Talbot, who paid his 
rent to greater purpose than he knew. 


Two Tokens of Fellowship 


In the life of Mark XI two incidents have occurred lately worthy of remark. One is a rather 
unusual implosion, the other a special service. 


Тһе implosion originated in the mind of one George Gibson. Не having investigated to 
his satisfaction both Тос Н and the commercial regions of Leicester, now supports life by 
putting Bristol University on its feet. At this place is a great variety of foreign students. Ап 
International Society came into being with the indefatigable George well in the picture—so 
much so that he persuaded a party of 11 with representatives of cight different nationalities 
among them, to implode on Mark XI by car for a Guest-night. They brought their own speaker, 
one of the history lecturers at the University, who was charged to talk on International Relation- 
ships. This he did with great insight and then called upon the various foreign visitors to add 
their word. This they did with varying fluency and viewpoint. African, German, Hgyptian, 
West Indian, Chinese, Indian, gave their views on English life and their countries’ problems, 
апа the President of the Union—one of the party—added his quota to the miscellany. After- 
wards strange combinations of hostellers and visitors talked far into the night, yet all but one, 
prevented only by the regulations of his faith, were up for the 7.0 a.m. Eucharist, though not 
all were able to receive. А few Leicester members motored part of the way back with the 
party. Warwick Castle and Kenilworth Castle were explored to everyone's profit, while bread 
and cheese did not complete the discoveries made to everyone's refreshment just opposite Shakes- 
peare's birthplace in Stratford. There the party scparated ; but Mark XI treasures a much 
be-ribboned mortar board for use on festal occasions, presented with full ceremonial by the 
visitors; they took away with them only memories and the beginnings of friendships. But 
there was at least a short occasion when thc “ clash of colour " was lost in the fusion of fellowship. 
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The Special Service was on this wise. "The Mark Chapel has been fitted out and embellished 
bit by bit almost entirely by Branch members. But the Communion vesscls were the property 
of Sawbones, who could not part with them, they being an ordination gift. A letter was written 
to all people who had signed the Communicant's Roll asking that those early guests should be 
hosts of those to come. The response was liberal, and a friend of the House, a skilled metal 
worker, designed a chalice and paten of quiet beauty. They were made in beaten silver by а 
Guild of artists at Chipping Campden. А wire pattern which surrounds the base of the chalice 
is reproduced around the paten and on the cutve of the base of the chalice thc arms of Poper- 
inghe, Ypres and Leicester are worked in enamel. The bowl of the cup itself is almost hemi- 
UA supported by a hexagonal stem, which merges gradually past the knop into the circular 

asc. 

It was when the vessels were to be first used that the service occurred. On Ascension Morning 
--а morning of great doings at All Hallows—Mark XI was early astir. The Bishop arrived 
soon after 6.15 a.m. Ву the time of the beginning of the Celebration at 6.30 p.m. the chapel was 
crammed to overflowing. The simple and sincere offering preceded by the dedication of the 
chaste vessels for usc in the chapel gained new meaning in the setting of the fowers and bright 
colours of that transformed cellar. At breakfast afterwards two pleasant relationships were 
enhanced. Cuthbert Bardsley, Tubby’s present aide-de-camp, had come from All Hallows 
specially for the occasion to bring Tubby’s good wishes and to pay his respects to the Bishop, 
who is his uncle. Not less delightful and wholly unexpeéted was the discovery that the Bishop 
had baptised a sister of опе of the hostellers sixteen years ago in far-away China. 


The beribboned mortarboard is a token suitable to the academic and festive sortie which 
left it behind as a hostage. The form and manner of the richer tokens speak in their own 
terms of another adventure, yet more noble. But both are strangely united in the form of 
fellowship which gave them birth and already the tokens begin their transmutation to talents 
and human beginnings show promise of achievement rich beyond their promise. Which 
thing is a mystery, yet steadily in the ken of many. 


Service of a Sort 
There ate strange things done and taken for granted under the welcome compulsion of the 
jobmaster. The pity is that many bizarre and heroic examples of good conduct must of necessity 
be done in secret. But this deliberate encouragement here written has persisted so long in 
Melton Mowbray that nothing is noted in their meeting but the announcement by the job- 
master of the two names on the rota for that week. 


There is in Melton Mowbray a small but adequate Cottage Hospital, the resident staff of 
which is female. А male porter had been employed, but economy called for the lapse of that 
post when circumstances made it possible. The opportunity arose, but an unexpected hitch 
occurred. Hospitals, though given to healing, yet must needs entertain for their last hours 
many a sick pilgrim glad to leave behind the halting body. Who, if no porter was on the 
premises, would perform the last offices when patients turned to their pilgrimage of light in the 
hours of darkness. Тһе Branch had knowledge of the difficulty and after due deliberation 
offered their help. Now, week by week, two names and addresses are given to the hospital 
matron, and the same names arc read out for hospital duty at each Branch meeting. For that 
week those two men may be called upon at any time of night to perform their devoted service. 
You will learn little by word of mouth from those who have been thus called, and so it should 
be; but the knowledge of thcir uncommon office may serve to stimulate other service of a sort 
not as yet in being. The unusual has much to offer in right neighbourly condu&. 


Service of another sort is worthy of mention regarding Carlton Branch and Lowdham. 
Lowdham is a new and brave experiment on Borstal lines, taking form some five miles north of 
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Nottingham. From the first, when the first contingent of boys marched up from Feltham and 
were entertained on the way by the local units of Toc Н, members have been welcomed at The 
Grange. Two of the staff are members of Toc H and the Governor is helpful with a rare insight 
into both the possibilities and the dangers of unused and amateur help in this most trustful of 
reclamation schemes. There are no walls to Lowdham. For the first few months the inhabi- 
tants lived in nothing more difficult to break out of than tents. And the lads—aged from 17 
to 21--Һаус almost all two years or more to serve before they may return to their homes. Апа 
conta& with the world outside, while a valued and valuable amelioration, is often a constant 
though unwitting temptation to give up the struggle for character and run away hoping to 
avoid the consequences. 


Yet for a whole season now, in the most difficult time of the history of the settlement, members 
from Carlton and from other Nottingham units, have been freely in and out of Lowdham upon 
every conceivable errand. The chief occupation is in technical classes for leisure hours in the 
evening. Carpentry, wireless, signwriting, rug making, claimed the regular attendance of Toc 
H members, and almost any weck-end should bring some member up to watch the football on 
Saturday or accompany the Lowdham residents on walks or to church on Sunday. One 
member has found himself in taking evening prayers for them and not only the younger hearers 
have learnt gratefully of his knowledge of what is in the hearts of men. 


Now that summer and light evenings have come the work will change. But the curiously 
exacting task of the first months at Lowdham will bear record among many other triumphs 
that quite unaccustomed men, for the most part young, offered their help to an advanced and 
highly specialised experiment in character building and not only averted disaster but even made 
a contribution to the work highly valued by those best able to judge. Strange, that Paul did 
not number discretion among the fruits of the spirit. For only by its ripened use could this sort 
of service be performed. 


His Neighbours Landmark 

The opening of the Derby Mark prompts a remark on changes of our borders. Derby, as 
may be expected, stands at the apex of the volcano shaped triangle whosc base is steadied at one 
end by Mark XI and at the other by Mark VI. It was therefore inevitable that the crater should 
erupt into the best Mark in Derbyshire sooncr or later, but also that the eruption should change 
the lie of the land. And the consequences were—in the words of the old game—that Tom 
Garaway should work westward and northward from Derby into the hinterland between Mark 
IV and Mark VI, and Derby District should for the time go west—into the West Midlands Area. 
In exchange, the East Midlands was introduced to Lincolnshire and the two are now joined 
by a conjunétion in the title of the Area and a growing friendship and knowledge of each other 
in things that matter. But Barton-on-Humber at one end 5111 looks across the river to Hull, 
where all its interests and affinities lie, and in the southern extremity Peterborough, who have 
for so long fanned their flame in their far fen, have now formed a nearer and more convenient 
attachment to Colin Marr and Cambridge and the Eastern Area. In spite of these boundary 
remissions, Leicester is so far from the geographical centre of the Area that if it were not for 
little Morris and his eight horses it would be necessary to go through Sheffield to get into one 
part of the Area and quicker to go via London to get into another district. But now that the 
West Midlands have a fully qualified airman as Atea Secretary perhaps the Midlands will rise 
to a Puss Moth. 

SIDER. 


ФАШ? 


From Scotlaud 


N the days of Barnum and Bailey, one was accustomed to the entry of the performers to the 
cry of“ Houp-lal Here we areagain!”’ So, blokes all, here's Scotland's entry into journalism 
for the second time. Since our last effort, further progress has been made, and we are very 
pleased to report the formation of one “ pukka ” District in Glasgow, and Provisional Districts 
in Lanarkshire, West of Scotland, Stirlingshire, and Edinburgh. Our hopes are based upon the 
сапу formation of an East Midland Provisional Distri&t, and yet another for Aberdeenshire 
When these have been formed, only one unit in Scotland, Wick, will not be included in a Distri&t. 
Quoting from the Arca Secretary's Report, let me tell the story of the District Committees. 
“ On these committees now falls most of the work of extension and the welding together of the 
units into a real family. The District officers have taken up their duties in a spirit of enthusiasm 
and the next twelve months should show, not only a considerable increase in the number ot 
units, but also a deepening in the Spirit of the Movement." Let us add our own editorial 
remarks. Not only are the Distri& officers working with enthusiasm in their own territory, 
but there is a splendid spirit of co-operation and mutual assistance. Week-end conferences 
have been held and all who attended received great benefit therefrom. 


That is the Bright Side of Things. Also, there is another side which is not so bright. Our 
friend and brother Malcolm Speir has departed to the Emerald Isle in response to the call of 
duty. We do not grudge our Irish brothers this acquisition, yet we feel a gap in our own ranks, 
as Malcolm threw himself into Toc H activities with a merry hcart and a word of cheer for all 
his associates. Іп the Northern Light there appears his farewell message, which ends :—“ I 
shall never forget my Scottish Toc H brothers. Farewell, and God speed you on." We can 
only reciprocate Malcolm's splendid wishes. So much for our “ Big Brother," now for the 
Young Brothers. 


Тос H Farthest North 


Іп Glasgow and West of Scotland all Boys' Swimming Clubs have been cemented by the 
formation of “ The Young Swimmers’ Athletic Union. This Association is definitely con- 
trolled by Тос Н, and a summer camp supervised by Тос H members is on their programme. 
Some progress has also been made with the Schools Section, and eight schools are in constant 
touch with Тос H Scotland. The Units of Toc H in Scotland now number 27, including five 
Branches, and once more we arc pleased to report “ Health—Esxcellent." The Light of Toc H has 
travclled far afield, and, thanks to the new Wick Grope, it has been carried to the most northerly 
point of the British Isles. Lest there be any doubt about the geographical situation, let us hasten 
to state that both Dunnat Head and John о” Groats have been introduced to the Light. In the 

urrent issue of th: Northern Light there appears a photograph of the Area Secretary and Padre 
Gray, of Wick Grope, posing at John о” Groat's. Further comment is useless —secing is believ- 
ing, and the Padre сап be recognised by his collar! | 


A Padres Conference 

Talking of Padres brings me to the Padres’ Conference, held at Falkirk on January rsth. 
Parsons all claim to be very busy men, so numerous apologies for absence were tendered. The 
Padres who attended numbered 17, and they gathered at the feet of the mighty “ Pat," our 
administrative Padre. The Conference consisted of two sessions, and, as some of the Padres 
were newcomers to Toc H, the carefully chosen words of Pat opened up new avenues of thought. 
Session One: “ Тос H as an opportunity of exercising a Fishing Ministry—as fishers of men 
towards the Church.” Session Two: “ The attitude of Toc H towards organised religion” ; 
then followed a general discussion on the manifold duties of 'Toc H Padres. In the evening a 
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very happy family party was held, and representatives of the majority of Scottish units attended 
Pat was the speaker, and after describing a very humorous interlude he lapsed into serious vein, 
and gave a most inspiring talk. 


Reperts from Units 

Now for the reports from Units. Greenock held a re-dedication service on February 24, 
and from that time have been a happy and re-invigorated family, and have helped in the forma- 
tion of a new Grope at Port-Glasgow. Irvine Group has secured a new suite of rooms, and 
after a lot of hard work possesses a real home. Paisley has passed from the Grope stage to 
Group status, and in conjunction with Saltcoats Grope propose to give a treat to poor children. 
This Grope has also secured new premises. —Saltcoats, Ayr and Port-Glasgow are in the Grope 
Stage, and are concentrating upon “ The Four Points of the Compass," and steering their course 
towards Group status. АП these units аге in the West of Scotland Provisional Distri&. On 
March 26, Glasgow Distri& held a Distri& Family Party, and after two short talks ол co-operation 
and inter-visitation, discussion took place and the Distri€t officers received many valuable 
suggestions. Govan Branch held an official opening and dedication of their new rooms, the 
services being conducted by Padres MacLeod and Jarvis. Cathcart Group arc nicely settled in 
their new home, and have christened their house “ Tubby Cottage." Pollock Grope send 
us a report which is short and snappy, as our American brothers would say—“ General con- 
dition unchanged." Partick makes its bow as a Group, having received its Rushlight at the 
Distri& Family Party. From the Lanarkshire Provisional District varied reports have come to 
hand. Airdrie had a “ stunt”? Guest-night, the members being the guests of the Group com- 
mittee! "Thus they practised on themselves what they intend doing to others of the “ outer 
world." Hamilton Group attained Branch status and are looking forward to the Lamp-lighting 
at the London Festival. Our heartiest congratulations to the new Branch. From Stirling- 
shire Provisional Distri& comes a good report of progress. Falkirk Group became so large 
that it had to split into two sections, now known as Falkirk and Grahamstown. Polmont and 
Grangemouth, both in the Grope stage, are becoming widely known in their respective areas. 
From Edinburgh Provisional Distri& we received a good report of progress. Portobello has 
a grope and great hopes arc entertained of a grope at Corstorphine. Padre Taylor, late of 
Hamilton, has been appointed District Padre. North Berwick send in a breezy report, couched 
in nautical terms. Units not included in Districts “ at the time of going to press ” report on 
jobs performed in Dundee, Arbroath, and Wick, whilst our Aberdcen Branch, now the nucleus 
of a new Provisional Distri&, sends a hefty report of work, principally amongst boys. Scotland 
is still without an Area Padre, for lack of funds, but we hope to remedy this very serious defe& 
in the near future. Our congratulations to Rev. T. Carlyle Murphy on becoming Hon. Associa- 
tion Padre and Glasgow Distri& Padre. The life of an amateur editor is not a happy one. 
From the League of Women Helpers come reports of work donc to assist Toc Н, accompanied 
by а plea for wider recognition. What can a mere “ bloke ” say, except, “ Bless the Ladies, 
they are playing their part nobly, and assisting the Тос H Family in its great work." An revoir. 


“© МАС-ТАМ,” 
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THE FAMILY OVERSEAS 
Africa 


ERY regretfully the Administrator's Conference, held at Johannesburg on Easter Sunday 
afternoon and evening, was constrained, while paying tribute to the splendid work of 
Padre Kinsey during his term as whole-time organising padre in South Africa, to pass a Self- 
Denying Ordinance in the following words: “ After a close scrutiny of the financial position 
and after hearing the Hon. Assistant Administrators, the Conference regretfully decides that 
it is impossible to re-engage Gaika after May 31." This was саггіса by 4 votes to І, and was 
followed by a discussion on the continuance of a fund after May to provide a nucleus for whole- 
time work in the future. 

With the lapse of this work for the present, The Compass is now the only means of binding 
together the Provinces, and this, in so far as a journal can, it excellently does. At present 
nobody in South Africa higher than the Branch has real cxecutive power, but it is proposed to 
link the provinces and build a local authority by forming a Central South African Council. 
With this end in view a sub-committec was appointed to draw up within three months a constitu- 
tion for submission to units through the Administrators. 

The Conference also made the suggestion that upon accepting probationership, a new-comer 
should be asked for 2s. 6d. and presented with Half the Battle, Toc H Under Weigh and Feet Firm 
and Hands Busy, through which, before he became a member, he might make himself thoroughly 
acquainted with all that Toc H stands for. 

Umtali Group in South Rhodesia have been planning to run а Whitsun Camp this year, 
which should prove helpful in keeping things together. Affairs arc at last getting into the 
hands of younger men, who arc Steadily shouldering their responsibilitics. An Olde Englishe 
Faire was recently organised to raise funds for a new building, and in the process 200 poles were 
planted, a mile of wire used, боо yards of hessian hung, seven lorry loads of brushwood cut.— 
all by white hands—and nearly £100 harvested. 


Canada 


Montreal's main job this summer, like that of many other ports, will lic in the Seamen’s 
Institute, where a Toc H room is being run for sailors under 18. The Branch has got into touch 
with the Group at Manhattan, N.Y., who have raised their Sailors’ Boys’ Club to such an im- 
portant place, and the two greatest Atlantic Coast ports of the continent are pooling their ex- 
perience to make this venture a success. Besides Montreal’s work at the Hospital, at Blood 
Transfusion, at Cripples’ aid, and at coaching, they have taken part in several interesting events 
during the ycar. Some 35 members were personally conduéted over the К 100 during her 
visit last summer, while Lord Middleton, of Toc H Yorkshire, and Professor Rousseau, of Toc H 
South Africa, were among the very welcome surprise visitors to the Branch. 


South Shore Group have converted an old shack in St. Lambert into a most comfortable 
hive of industry as their new headquarters, and in doing so have been complimented by the 
‘Town Council on improving what had been a rather painful blot on the landscape. 


Kelowna, B.C., can show what building up a boys' club real means. Тһе original small 
building used as such had been a bakery and was given by the baker himsclf, who had this work 
much at heart, while the lot upon which it stood was also given by the brother of the editor 
of the Kelowna Тос H Breezer, a journal equally live and progressive. When, last autumn, the 
Group raised 4,000 dollars, to be divided between the hospital and themselves, their share of 
1,000 dollars was devoted to the enlargement of the old club, which now includes a washroom, 
caretaker's sleeping quarters, reading room, and a large hall for games, boxing and so forth, 
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At the present time the club is used nightly by between зо and 35 boys. All this has been 
achieved by a Group of eleven members and the secretary optimistically adds to his report, ‘ One 
day I will give you a résumé of a// our activities." 


New Zealand 


The Annual Report of the New Zealand Dominion Exccutive is full of solid food for thought 
in the shape of work done and to be done. During the year the links in the chain of Branches 
and Groups have been much strengthened and there is greater co-operation between the various 
units and the Executive. Two new Groups have been sanétioned, groping goes steadily on, 
and the muster-roll of the Dominion shows 181 initiated members and 87 probationers. Through 
many tribulations, a worthy firt number of the Dominion magazine, The Ventilator, appeared 
in O&ober, and is now published quarterly. 

Here are some of the questions which all Branches and Groups have answered, and which 
others also in different parts of the world might well tackle among thenisclves : 


т. (а) Has a Social Survey been made by the Jobmaster ? 
(0) Is he co-operating with existing organisations 2 
2. What steps are being taken by the Jobmaster to find suitable jobs ? 
3. (а) Number of members doing individual jobs of service ? 
(b) Number of members in corporate service jobs 2 
4. (а) Number of initiated active members ? 
(2) Number of initiated members inactive 2 
(c) Are badges retained by inactive members ? 
5. Number of probationers 2 
6. Average total attendance at meetings 2 
7. Are the ideals of Toc H being “ chewed over " by the family ? 
8. What time is given to discussion on what Toc H incans 2 


The Far East 


A report from Colombo shows the extraordinarily strong position of fifty active and twenty- 
five general members attached to the Branch. It is good news that Sir Graeme Thompson, 
the new Governor of Ceylon, who was keenly interested in Toc Н in Nigeria, has said that he 
will do all he canto help the movement in Ceylon. А picnic ас Kesbawa for the navy was so 
successful that another was arranged on March 14 for 25 of the Garrison—a large tea at Kesbawa, 
a sad look round the rubber plantation, and then on to a delightful coccnut estate at Kandawala, 
where spotted deer, a boar, wild bear, and birds provided something like a small zoo for the 
entertainment of visitors. 

Trichinopoly have three members devoting their time to boys’ work, and have made a great 
effort and appeal to raise old clothes and papers for distribution among the more needy and 
distressed of the Anglo-Indian community, who are numerous enough in this headquarters 
ofa large railway. А recent visitor to their circle was the Bishop of Madras. 

Kuala Lumpur Wing have planned their future Guest-nights for some six months ahead and 
made them widely known with an eye to attracting those very isolated out-station members of 
the Branch. This is part of a very thorough reorganisation and overhauling which is putting 
new vitality into Тос Н in Malaya. Оп Saturday, February 14, several members, armed with 
toys, old tyres, gramophone records and clothes, visited the new Leper Sanatorium at Sungei 
Buloh, and came away convinced that here was a Тос Н job of the first magnitude. А concert 
is being arranged by the Lepers which as many members as possible will attend. The Wing 
is in conta& with the Port Swettenham Mariners? Club, which was opened on February 25, 
when two representatives went down. 
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